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CALL ME A MOOSETOWNER
Tales of the Allagash
by Faye O’Leary Hafford
INTRODUCTION
Nestled in the valley between the Allagash and St. John Rivers lies a tiny
village of less than five hundred inhabitants. Allagash (an Indian word
meaning “cabin by the river”) has been in existance for over a hundred
years, but has retained many of its basic qualities that separate it from its
predominantly French-Acadian neighbors in the surrounding areas.
Over 95 percent of the people of Allagash are of Irish, Scotch, or English
descent. Most of the early settlers came here from Canada, lured by the
lumber industries to cut pine for shipbuilding. When the pine trees were
gone, the settlers stayed and made their homes in the wilderness. One can’t
help but wonder why such a tiny town has survived so many changes that
have taken place in the past, and has still retained its unique character.
The answer seems to lie in the people, themselves. Someone once said
“You can take the man out of Allagash, but you can’t take Allagash out of
the man.”
Herein lies the mystery. An Allagash male, often referred to as
Moosetowner, will never be completely happy living anywhere else in the
world. He will move away, work for years in some distant land, but always in
the back of his mind will be the thought that some day he will return to his
hometown before he dies, and many of them do.
How about Allagash women? They also have very strong feelings about
their hometown, but these women have come from a long line of hardy
pioneers who believed that whereever their husbands chose to go, so would
they. Many of the women who move from town get a chance to work outside
the home for the first time. They get to shop in stores at all hours of the day,
or night. They get to theaters, museums, and other cultural centers, and are
often not as anxious as their husbands to move back to Allagash.
The strong feeling for Allagash is inbred, and the pride we have in our
town was certainly shown during the three-day centennial celebration in
1986. Nearly 6,000 people came to take part in the festivities. Many more
were turned away because there was no more room for them in the little
town. Relatives and friends from all over the world flocked to Allagash to
pay homage to the little community that is their roots-their heritage.
The present citizens of the town spent more than a year preparing for the
celebration. Inscribed sweatshirts, T-shirts, and hats were sold. Books,
records, and tapes were published and sold to help defray expenses. A local
talent show was presented with proceeds going to the centennial fund.
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Advertisements were sold, food solicited, donations of money, labor, etc.
were freely given as everyone worked hard to make the celebration a suc
cess.
It should be noted here that one of the most diligent workers during this
time was a high school teenager, Ernie Gardner, who started selling centen
nial memorabilia weeks before the celebration started and continued all
through the 3-day period of festivities. Though he wished to take part in the
contests and races, he spent most of the time in his little wooden booth
selling his wares. Ernie was responsible for taking in a goodly share of
money to help with the expenses. That pride in Allagash is instilled in our
children at a very early age.
My story is about these people of Allagash, often referred to as
Moosetowners. I will try to do them justice for I am one of them, having
come to Allagash to live when I was seven years old. I am proud to say I am
a Moosetowner!
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WHAT IS A MOOSETOWNER?
Am I a Moosetowner? I always thought I was until the day that Fred King
arrived at Michaud Farm. Fred is a guide from Augusta who brings people
down the river every year. I went down to the landing to meet Fred’s party
and he introduced me to his guests.
“Where’s Lee?” Fred asked.
“He’s gone to town to mail his reports,” I replied.
“Oh,” said Fred, with a disappointed look on his face. “I told these folks
that when we got to Michaud Farm, we’d see a real live Moosetowner."
When I got back to the cabin, I couldn’t get that remark out of my mind.
Why wasn’t I considered a Moosetowner, too? Then I remembered that I
wasn’t born in Allagash. I was born in St. John, Maine and moved to
Allagash seven years later. But how would Fred King know that? What is a
Moosetowner anyway? Why was Allagash called Moosetown? I decided,
right then and there, to find out where, and when, and why the name was
given to our town.
My task wasn’t easy. I thought all I had to do was ask someone older than
me and I’d have my answer immediately. Not so. I couldn’t believe so many
of the Moosetowners were unsure of the origin of the name. Nearly
everyone prefaced their answer by, “Gee, I don’t know, but...”
Here are some of the explanations that I received:
1. It was depression time and all we had to eat was moosemeat.
2. The French called us Moosetowners and we called them Frogs.
3. The early settlers used to come up the river and kill moose for food.
They would make a pirouge out of an old log, fill it with moose meat and
float it down the river.
4. Probably because there were so many moose here. My father said his
father could stand on the porch of his home and watch herds of moose run
ning on the side of the mountain.
5. They used to kill moose, cut their heads off and sell the heads for
trophies. They left the whole moose carcass right where it was killed.
6. An old lady boiled a moose horn and fed her children for a month on the
broth.
7. Because the men wore long beards that resembled the bell of the
moose. I liked this one because I thought it might be attributed to the In
dians who roamed this country long ago. They were beardless.
8. Old Joe Walker arrived in Fort Kent with his horse and buggy rather ear
ly in the morning. Will Cun Ilff, who knew that Allagash was 30 miles away
asked, “Where you coming from so early in the morning?"
“From Moosetown,” was Joe’s reply.
9. Because we ate moose and deer, I guess.
10. This was the most positive answer that I received. When I asked Joe
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Kelly about Moosetown, he didn’t hesitate a minute. He told me that one of
the early settlers had a big family — many mouths to feed. One winter he
killed 9 moose to feed his family. The town was called Moosetown ever
since that winter.
11. They needed a certain amount of people so they could get state sup
port for the schools. They organized 3 townships — a regular mooseyard.
I was able to trace the name of Moosetown back to 1912. In Aunt Gladys’
Gardner’s life story, she told about leaving the Madawaska Training School
to come to Allagash to teach school. My mother and another friend, both
students at the school, helped her pack. While they were helping with the
packing they teased Aunt Gladys mercilessly about coming to Moosetown
to teach.
I questioned many people, but the answers were the same. I did get an
answer that was very important to me. When I asked Herb Mullins if he
knew why Allagash was called Moosetown, he said “Gee, I don’t know, but I
do know the section in St. John between Landry Brook and the railroad
crossing at Kelly’s was called Little Moosetown.”
When I pressed him for an explanation he told me that so many folks
from Allagash had moved to that area that it became known as Little
Moosetown. The O’Learys, McKinnons, Gardners, Mullins, and Moirs had
all come from Allagash, many of them coming from above the falls on the
Allagash River. Leonard Pelletier, a retired game warden, remembered when
that place was called Little Moosetown, too.
My father, Lee O’Leary, was born on the Moir Farm just south of Allagash
falls. His family moved to St. John into the area that became Little
Moosetown. I was born in that area of St. John, so doesn’t that make me a
Moosetowner, too? Okay, Mr. Fred King, now when I come down to the lan
ding at Michaud Farm, you can tell your guests they are meeting a real live
Moosetowner.
The Moosetowners of Allagash love to hunt and fish. Many of the stories
they tell are about those two sports. As soon as the hunting season is over
they start to plan their trips for the next one. I think Calvin Hafford can ex
plain this better. You’ll see what I mean when you read the following poem.

THE HUNTER’S DREAM
Throughout the months of summer
He dreams of wishful luck
That when the season opens
He will bag that big old buck.

When the season’s halfway over
And his dream has not come true
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He has to reconsider
A smaller one will do.
But when the weather worsens
With cold, with rain, and snow
He has to change his plans again
He’ll settle for a doe.

Now the season's ended
And this is what we hear
The hunting hasn’t been too good
We will try another year.

Through the long cold months of winter
He lives a silent spell
With the thought of hunting stories
And the one he cannot tell.
The Year Around Dream of the Hunter

— Calvin W. Hafford
Allagash, Maine
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DO YOU REALLY KNOW US?
Moosetowners have been known to be loud, brassy, and fiercely indepen
dent. Perhaps I should go back in history to find out why this is so. The early
Scotch and Irish settlers came to America looking for a better way of life.
Having to leave their homelands and their loved ones was a great hardship
on them, but they looked forward to good jobs and golden opportunities in
the new land they were adopting.
What a disappointment! In America they were regarded as poor whites
and were discriminated against as much as the negro in the 1900’s. Only
menial jobs were available to them and housing facilities were shameful. A
fierce independence and sheer will for survival brought them through some
pretty rough times. They worked hard and learned that whatever they would
become in America depended on their own skills and determination.
When the settlers came to northern Maine, they arrived with very little
worldly goods. The men came to cut pine trees for shipbuilding and the
women followed, raising large families and forming a settlement that is
now known as Allagash. Life was difficult for all concerned. Working in the
lumber industry was dangerous and often the men were away from home
for long periods of time. The women grew vegetables, tended animals, and
helped each other through sicknesses and childbirth.
There is a story of Nazaire Pelletier whose wife Mary Jane died in
childbirth and the baby died with her. Nazaire was working in the woods and
knew nothing about the tragedy until he came home in the spring. There are
many stories like that, especially of accidents that happened where people
died before they could be taken to a doctor. Many children died from
diseases due to lack of medical help. People had to learn to do the best they
could and accept the results.
The Moosetowners who settled in Allagash stayed in the area along the
Allagash and St. John Rivers. Their community was completely surrounded
by French Acadians who had a different culture and did not understand the
ways of Irish, Scotch and English pioneers in Allagash. Many conflicts
arose between the two groups and the Moosetowners had to fend for
themselves in the face of such a large majority of competitors.
So this is how the true Moosetowner’s character was formed. He had to
be independent in order not to get lost in the struggle. He had to be loud and
brassy in order to be heard, and he had to be strong to be able to face his
adversaries because he was so greatly outnumbered.
Moosetowners, once this character was established, have changed very
little over the years. They are truly loyal to their people and will defend them
against all odds. They are deeply committed to their families, their chur
ches, and their community. They may quibble among themselves, but when
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an outsider causes trouble, everyone is united against him. In the eyes of
the outsider, the people of Moosetown appear proud, selfish and hard to
deal with. They are often ridiculed, and blamed for everything that happens
in the area. A story on vandalism in a Maine paper had the headline “PIGS
IN ALLAGASH” although the area that was vandalized was a spot used by
all kinds of travelers on the river. There was no proof that Moosetowners
had done the deed. In times past, when a whole list of people were slated to
appear in court, if there was only one person from Allagash on the list,
Allagash invariably made the headline banner. Incidents like this have caus
ed the Moosetowner to become thick-skinned and possibly arrogant. I’m
not saying everyone is perfect. There are bad apples in every barrel, and
some of our folks have given our town a bad reputation. That happens in
every community, doesn’t it?
I would like to add that not all Moosetowners are loud and brassy. A great
many of our folks are quiet, God-fearing people who never make waves. In
Lew Dietz’s book, Allagash, he wrote: "There is something anachronistic
about an Allagash man... They speak the language of their fathers, a speech
cleansed of vulgarities. They are soft-spoken and conduct themselves with
an old-world courtliness. It is as though a hard life and a close feeling of
identification with nature had shorn them of conceits and pretenses. They
are by general agreement the finest woodsmen and rivermen in the state.”
Mr. Dietz had met and lived with these men when he did the river trip. That
is the side of the Moosetowner that you don’t read about in many papers, or
hear about in other towns.
We have learned over the years to take care of ourselves. If tragedy
strikes a family, everybody comes to help. They bring food, offer to do
chores, do any transporting that is needed and, most of all, lend moral sup
port. If a family is in need to pay medical bills, the town folks will hold a sup
per, or put on a program to help raise funds for the expenses.
When someone is lost in the woods, or even just late getting home,
everyone gets alarmed and prepares to go to look for the person. When the
danger of flooding, that come with spring break-up of ice in the rivers, is im
minent, many of the folks keep watch so people can be warned if something
is happening in the night. When a fire starts in someone’s house, everyone
comes to help. When we see the ambulance go by, we start to worry
because we know everyone in town and have to find out who is ill. My first
summer in Brunswick was very nerve-wracking. We rented a house on the
same street where there were two hospitals. Ambulances zoomed by day
and night and for a time I nearly went crazy. Old habits die hard and it took
quite a while for me to adjust to the sirens and relax.
Moosetowners have hearts of gold and will share what they have with
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people in need. They donate food for wedding receptions, benefit suppers,
school and church functions, and offer help in any way they can. When
death strikes a family, everyone mourns. It doesn’t matter how long the
family has lived in town. The whole town shares the sadness.
One other thing that remains constant in Allagash is family love and
loyalty. I’ve lived in places where brothers and sisters hardly know each
other, seldom visit, and are often enemies. Family ties in Allagash are hard
to break. Perhaps that is why it is so hard for Moosetowners to move away
and be truly happy. Most of them keep in very close touch with their
relatives and get back to visit as often as possible.
Family get-togethers, such as cook-outs, picnics, holiday meals, and an
niversaryparties are very common in Allagash. The need to belong is strong
and it does one’s heart good to see the family stick together and be so loyal
to one another.
We have our share of divorces, but the family member is not ostracized.
We try to see the problem and care for those who need a little extra
understanding during those trying times. Things have a way of working out
and Moosetowners don’t want to lose their spirit. I don’t believe they ever
will.

FIVE GENERATIONS
John Gardner, Matilda Hafford, Fred Hafford, Bernice Hafford, Jenny Haf
ford
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DON’T CALL ME A MOOSETOWNER
The term, Moosetowner, used to be a dirty word for the people of
Allagash. When I was telling someone how quickly the folks in town would
get angry if they were called Moosetowners, my husband, Lee, said, “We
didn’t get mad. We just wanted an excuse to fight.”
There was a lot of truth in that statement. There used to be a regular feud
between the Allagash young folks and the French people from St. Francis.
We were called Moosetowners and we called them Frogs. It seemed like
child’s play, but often it was quite serious. A few examples of the bitterness
that was felt between the two groups might be worth mentioning here.
One night, a young man from Allagash, who was known to enjoy a good
battle now and then, stepped into the Blue Moon Restaurant in St. Francis
for a drink. Someone remarked, “Here comes a Moosetowner.”
The big Irishman took umbrage at the remark and replied, “Don’t you
know that when a moose steps into the bogan all the frogs stop singing?”
Of course, the fight was on.
I have been in places where Moosetowners and their French adversaries
have fought over very trivial matters. One evening we were visiting the
Sunset Restaurant in Fort Kent when a fight got started. I’m not sure what
started the fight, but it was enough to stir up the whole crowd. Before it was
over, the restaurant was in shambles. Bottles had been thrown around.
Chairs were broken, and the legs were knocked off the tables. The place
looked like something you’d see in one of the old wild west movies after a
real brawl had taken place. One Moosetowner came home with a gash in his
rear end and couldn’t sit down fora week. Someone had broken the bottom
off a bottle and stabbed him with it.
A few of the Moosetowners got quite a reputation as fighters, and we us
ed to hate to have them show up at a party. We would be having such a good
time, but if one of those fellows showed up, it was all over. As soon as he
stepped through the door, the music stopped, the dancers cleared the floor,
and the poor Moosetowner was expected to start a fight whether he wanted
to, or not. He never let anyone down. He would wait until someone said
something, often referring to him as a Moosetowner, and the battle would
start immediately. That was the signal that the fun was over and we might
as well go home.
My husband told me of a fight Uncle Ralph Mills had with a Martin boy
from St. Francis. It seems Uncle Ralph lost the battle, and when telling
about it later, he said, “I could have beat that Frenchman if I had had some
backing.”
“What do you mean?” asked my husband, who was the only other person
there. “I gathered up your rags just as fast as he tore them off of you.”
As the battle between the Moosetowners and the Frenchmen continued
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over the years, it became difficult for those of us who wanted to be friends.
The Allagash girls liked to dance and it was harder than pulling teeth to get
the Moosetowners out on the dance floor. If a fight started, he’d be there in
a minute, but he wouldn’t dance.
So we would go to St. Francis and dance with the French boys who
weren’t so inhibited. Our local boys didn’t like that, and if we managed to
get a date with a Frenchman, that called for war. The Moosetowners had us
believing that we were lowering ourselves by dating boys from St. Francis,
and for a time I really believed that. Then one night I heard a French boy
talking about his upcoming marriage to an Allagash girl.
“They tease me all the time,” he said. “At home, they don’t want me mar
rying a Moosetowner, either. They say I can do better than that."
After hearing that conversation, I realized that the feeling about Allagash
and St. Francis folks mixing together was mutual. The couple did get mar
ried and lived a happy life.
But now times are changing, and although there is still some friction bet
ween the two groups, we find more dating and intermarrying every year. My
daughter, who was born in Allagash is marrying a French fellow from St.
Francis, and we have no objections, whatsoever.
The term, Moosetowner, has taken on a new, and different, meaning
these days. Although it has taken more than a century for the Allagash peo
ple to come to terms with being called Moosetowners, they have finally
decided to accept the name and use it to their advantage. In the center of
town you will see a brightly-colored sign for some sporting camps. In nice,
shiny letters, it reads MOOSETOWN LODGING.
When the people of Allagash organized their ski-doo club they called it
"Moosetown Riders”. Members of the club, and non-members who help to
support the club, can be seen wearing bright red sweatshirts with the
Moosetown Rider logo printed in white letters on the front.
Perhaps this last story will let the reader know that changes are really
coming about.
Father Alphie Marquis, a beloved priest, and frequent visitor to the
Allagash and St. John Rivers, told me, "I love this place. I have been up here
so much that the people in Fort Kent are starting to call me a
Moosetowner."
"How do you feel about that?" I asked.
“I don’t mind it a bit, not a bit,” he said.
“That should be in my next book I’m writing, ” I told him. My book is going
to be titled Call Me a Moosetowner.”
“I wouldn’t mind that a bit," Father Marquis repeated. "You have my per
mission."
That was all I needed to hear.
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Toby Hafford
wearing Moosetown
Rider sweatshirt

Lee Hafford

Snowmobile Club
logo on
sweatshirt
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Sign in Allagash
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MOOSETOWN HUMOR
Moosetowners are famous for their quick-witted responses, tall tales,
and good old down-to-earth humor. Their laughter is infectious and when
two, or more, of them get together, the stories are worth listening to. Their
ability to laugh at themselves is part of their charm.
April Fool’s Day used to be fun for Moosetowners. Everyone tried to out
do each other with pranks. If someone pulled off a good trick one year, he’d
have to be careful the next year, because Moosetowners don’t forget. They
get even.
One time my son went to the pool room with his little Volvo automobile.
When he came out of the building his little car was nowhere in sight. Some
of the big rugged Moosetowners had picked the car up and carried it out
behind the building. They showed Mike what they thought of his little car.
I’ve listened to a lot of stories about jokes that were played on each other by
Moosetowners, but I think this one is the best.
It seems that while Elbert Gardner was visiting his neighbor, Lee O’Leary,
he lost his billfold. When Lee found the wallet, he decided to play a trick on
Elbert. Lee got a snapshot of a beautiful woman, wrote some words of
endearment on the back, and slipped it in Elbert’s billfold. He returned the
billfold to Elbert, who put it in his pocket without looking through it. Then
Lee called Elbert’s wife and told her about the picture.
Linda is one who will go along with a good joke, so she waited for the
right opportunity to look in Elbert’s wallet. A few days later, Linda and
Elbert were in Fort Kent, and Linda made up an excuse to look for
something in her husband’s wallet. White pretending to look in the wallet,
Linda found the picture. Once again pretending surprise, Linda pulled the
picture out and read the endearing words on the back. Linda is a great ac
tress and she flew into a rage. Poor Elbert didn’t have any idea who the lady
in the snapshot was, or how the picture got into his wallet. Linda continued
to rant and rave, told Elbert she wanted a divorce, and got out of the truck to
seek another ride home.
The next step, Lee told Elbert what he had done, but didn’t tell him that
his wife was in on the joke, too.
Elbert went through a trying time for awhile until he was given the true
facts. The story circulated around town and every one had a good laugh,
even Elbert, who must have been relieved at the outcome.
Moosetowners can say what they want about each other, but if a stranger
tries the same thing, watch out! Moosetowners don’t take kindly to
criticism from outsiders. It takes a stranger quite awhile before he is ac
cepted as part of the basic community. I am not implying that Allagash
folks are hostile to strangers. Nothing could be further from the truth. They
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are ready to help anyone who comes to town should the situation arise.
They will be polite to strangers, answer their questions, and include them in
the town’s activities with no problems. Regardless of how hard the
newcomer tries, or how long he stays, he’s never quite sure if he has
become a bona fide member of the community.
In order to be truly accepted, the newcomer must become like the
Moosetowner, and live as he does, because the true Moosetowners have
not changed their ways in over 100 years and are certainly not planning to
do so in the near future.
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TALENT UNLIMITED
One of the most unique qualities of the people in Allagash is their
tremendous talent. Music from guitars, mandolins, and fiddles make up a
great portion of our programs and these Moosetowners can play with the
best of them. Most of the musicians have never had a lesson. When I think
of all the money people pay for their children to have music lessons, I
realize that our people are fortunate. Even with lessons, some children
never learn to play well. The talent is inbred and many Moosetowners have
been born with such a gift.
One year I helped to organize a hometown band. We had over twenty peo
ple who got together and played for a program with only two rehearsals. It
sounded great! Even Jonah Hafford’s playing the washboard blended in
and added a touch of old home music that we shall never forget.
Being able to sing is another talent for which Moosetowners are favored.
I remember attending the Baptist Church when I was a little girl and listen
ing to the congregation sing the old hymns such as “Amazing Grace”, “In a
Garden", “Rock of Ages”, etc. I thought it was the most beautiful sound in
the world. The Pentacostal Church, which has now joined the Assemblies of
God, is well-known for its music and singing. The Catholic Church has also
organized a choir. All are fortunate to have Allagash people who sing their
hearts out in every way. Though the voices are untrained, the natural talent
is inbelievable.
I can’t sing but my grandson, Dean, sang Kenny Rogers’ two songs,
“Lucille”, and “The Gambler” from the middle of a stage when he was four
years old, never forgetting a word. Another time my granddaughter, Brooke,
sang “I’ve Got a Mansion” from that same stage when she was only three.
At the same age she was singing “The Star-Spangled Banner", remember
ing the words much better than Robert Goulet. When asked how she learn
ed the words to our national anthem Brooke replied, “By watching
bal/games on TV."
Her father and brother are great sports fans and watch every event they
can. The only part that Brooke liked about the sports programs was the
singing of “The Star-Spangled Banner. ”
Music and songs are an integral part of a Moosetowner’s life. Whether it
is part of a program, a party, or simply sitting around a campfire, the
Allagash musicians are always ready to display their talents and keep the
crowd in a festive, happy mood. Often after a program is over, the fans will
beg the musicians to stay on and perform a little longer. Many times this
has meant several hours after the finale of the program.
Moosetowners are not only musical, but very artistic as well. Mary Beth
Jackson’s talent is well known in town and she is often called to do the
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posters, business signs, and everything else the people need. Mary was an
Upward Bound student in Brunswick one year and her art teacher just let
her do her own thing. The teacher felt she had nothing to offer Mary
because her natural ability was so good.
Mary did the blocks for our centennial quilt. Each block depicted a phase
of some part of Allagash history. We have several of her paintings at home
including one of the old Allagash River ferry boat. On my desk at Michaud
Farm there is a flat rock with a picture of a deer painted on it. Mary had
been testing out some new paints up at Ramsey Ledge campsite and was
about to throw it away. Lee brought it down to the cabin.
Since drawing is so easy for Mary, she thinks everybody can do it. She
has tried to get me to go to a class and learn how to paint, but I know I have
no talent in that area either.
I have a painting by Drinda McBreairty which is so lifelike that folks think
it is an enlarged photograph. It is a picture of my husband, Lee, in his ranger
uniform, sitting in his canoe with the motor running. Drinda is a very
capable all-around artist. She can make things out of nothing. She collects
pussy willows, acorns, even burdocks and makes decorative pieces out of
them. She paints images on ashtrays, cups, vases, etc., that she had made
in her ceramic activities.
Writing is another area where Allagash people excel. Do not compare my
writing with those books and articles that other Moosetowners have done.
Cathie Pelletier has already attained national fame with her book. "The
Funeral Makers” which has also come out in paperback. Her next book,
Once Upon a Time on the Banks, will be out soon.
Darrel McBreairty has had several books published. His book, Conversa
tions with A’nt Ev’, is a well-documented oral history of Allagash.
Many Moostowners have good imaginations and can use the written
word effectively. I remember a student I had who was supposed to write a
fictlous account about a reptile using true facts about it. Keith Hafford did
his research on the rattlesnake and then proceeded to write a story about
two Moosetowners returning from a trip to Florida with a rattlesnake in
their bedroll. The story was not true, but Keith wrote it so well that it was ac
tually believed by the people who read the story. When I talked to Keith
about his story he said, "I just don’t understand it. When I started writing it
was like the words were coming off the end of my pencil. ’’
Kadi McBreairty has a very natural ability to put her ideas on paper. She
wrote a story about her dad that was so vivid and expressive that I was in
tears before she finished reading it to me.
Moosetowners are good in wood-carving, handcrafts, indoor and outdoor
cooking and mechanics. Many of the men, and some of the women can take
a motor apart, fix it, and put it back together again in no time. There are
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cars, chainsaws, outboard motors, and lawn mowers at nearly every house
along with some trail bikes, snowsleds, and all-terrain vehicles. The folks
had to learn how to do their own repair work because we live so far away
from garages and repair shops. Once again, a natural talent takes over and
much of the labor costs are saved by the hometown mechanics.
Finally, there is the story-telling technique that so many Moosetowners
have in abundance. The best part of a social gathering is the swapping of
stories. These people have a way of telling a story that you can never
duplicate. One has to be there to hear the story first-hand and watch the
face of the storyteller. Storytelling goes back a long way in our history.
Children sat at their mother’s knee and heard stories about life back in the
old countries, the homes of their ancestors. In Darrel’s book about A’nt Ev’,
he tells of Abbie Oakes, one of the early settlers, who told many stories, but
only after all the work was done at night. It was said that Abbie couldn’t
read but she could sure remember.
My Uncle Tom Gardner was one such storyteller. Almost any
Moosetowner could tell you a story that could be traced back to Uncle Tom.
Often, even though you thought the stories were ridiculous, you found
yourself wondering if there was any truth in them.
Many times I have heard someone say, “It’s too bad to let all that talent
go to waste." Remarks like, “They should be in Nashville." or “Boy, if they
were in a big city, they’d amount to something. ” have been mentioned many
times by listeners. After having read about so many of the singers and musi
cians who have made it in the big city, I’m not so sure I’d want my Allagash
friends to follow suit. So many of the well-known people have fallen into the
drug scenes, hit rock bottom, or end up In a psychiatric ward hopelessly
lost to the world forever. Perhaps it's a selfish thing to want the
Moosetowners to always be around. They help to bring a little joy and
laughter to all of us without which our town would be a duller place in which
to live.

Ranger Lee Hafford
painting by Drinda
McBreairty
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Woodcarving by
Judy Pelletier

Woodcarving by
Judy Pelletier
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Tickets to be sold on Allagash Centennial Quilt. Mary Beth Jackson, artist
on the left. Clara McBreairty, co-chairperson for Centennial Committee on
right.
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MOOSETOWN UNGO
When I first left Allagash, to visit my sister in the city, I noticed that folks
were amused at some of my expressions. I used terms that most
Moosetowners have acquired over the years and are somewhat unique.
One expression that every outsider remarks about is the term “yuh”. We
do not say "a-yuh" as most down-easters do. Instead of saying yes, we say
‘‘yuh’’ with a deep intake of breath. One fellow from New Hampshire said he
thought a girl was choking when he heard her taking a deep breath and then
whispered "yuh”.
Many women folks in town have the same name so we distinguish bet
ween them by using their husbands name, in this manner:
Judy-Curtis or Judy-Cedric
Eva-Roll or Eva-Wilbur
Hope-Chester or Hope-Theron
This may sound strange but there is no mistaking the person who is being
mentioned.
Moosetowners have a habit of quoting other folks’ words, when they are
trying to explain something. When they start to answer a question, or simp
ly make some remark, they will often say, "It’s like so-and-so"...and then
quote the person. For instance, when someone comes to my house I invite
them to eat with us. If they say they are not hungry, I’ll say, “It’s like Jim. I’d
rather feed a hungry man than one who says he's not hungry.”(Jim was my
father-in-law.)
These references are very common in Moosetowners' conversations and
often quite funny. We all know the person referred to and, even though the
remark may be a little off base, we know what the speaker means.
One expression that is a part of many Moosetowners’ vocabulary is the
term "son-of-a-whore.” The words are never meant in the literal sense, and
are often heard In any conversation. Sometimes the expression is used in a
derogatory manner such as, “That old-son-of-a-whore gypped me”. But
many times it is used in a loving manner such as, “Why, you old-son-of-awhore, when did you get back to town?”
There are three distinct divisions in the town of Allagash and at one time
their dialects were quite different. You could almost always tell if a person
was from Dickey (north section), Allagash (center section), or Cross Rock
(south section), by their speech. It seems strange that there should be such
distinct divisions in one small town, but, even today, one can hear some dif
ferences in the dialect. Our people are nearly all descendents of one Dia
mond family from Canada, so perhaps the differences in dialect comes
from the people the Diamond women married. Jim Connors, a noted poet of
the St. John Valley, has surmised that that may be the reason.
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Lucy Diamond married George Moir and the Moirs were part of the Cross
Rock area. Annie Diamond married John Gardner and they settled in the
center of town. Sarah Diamond married John Henderson and they settled in
Dickey. Elizabeth Diamond married Will Mullins and they settled in Dickey,
then later in Cross Rock.
Regardless of why the Moosetowners have different dialects, I do know
that all of us like to talk, tell stories and laugh. If you meet one of us
anywhere in the world, and are familiar with our lingo, you will readily
recognize that he/she is from Allagash. That is the way it has been for over a
hundred years. I see very little change in the present time.
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READING, WRITING AND ARITHMETIC
When the first settlers arrived in Allagash they established homes and
started families. With the birth of children came the need for schools and
teachers. It has been established that John Diamond, son of Joseph and
Polly Diamond, was the first teacher in Allagash. Many of our first teachers
came from the Madawaska Training School in Fort Kent and Aroostook
State Normal School in Presque Isle. Often they were still in college and
taught during their summer vacations.
Schools in Allagash were closed during the winter seasons in the early
days due to the large number of families who moved into the woods where
fathers and older brothers worked for the major lumber companies.
In the beginning lessons were taught in private homes with neighboring
children attending, also. Willard Jalbert I told of walking from his home
above Michaud Farm to the McKinnin place to go to school. They had to
cross Finley Bogan by canoe to get there. Addie Crone was the teacher.
Later schools were built in different areas of town. Most of them were log
cabins. Vin Jackson told me about going to the Hear-of-the-Rapids School
on the St. John River. It was located two miles above the rapids and the
Jackson family had to walk to get to school. Vin mentioned some of the
teachers who taught in that school. They included Joe Cyr, Adeline
Jackson, Mary McBreairty, Mary Gardner, a Miss Gage, and a Mrs. Parent.
Mr. and Mrs. Parent lived in a tent right in the school yard the summer she
taught in the little school.

Joe Cyr loved the Allagash and spent some of his later years in a little
cabin near our home. He would tutor anyone who needed help. He liked to
play Charlemagne and we used to join him in a friendly game, now and then.
I was always Mr. Cyr’s partner. We usually lost because my brother, Bob,
and cousin, Belle, our opponents, knew Mr. Cyr was deaf and they talked
about their cards all of the time. I was too shy to tell my partner why we
were fighting a losing battle.
I remember one year we made a Maybasket and filled it with goodies. We
hung it on Mr. Cyr’s door and, as tradition had it, we were supposed to run
away from the door so he wouldn’t know who left the basket. I ran as fast as
I could, but suddenly noticed I was alone. I sneaked back to the cabin and
peaked in the window. I saw the other basketmakers inside helping Mr. Cyr
eat the fudge and cookies that he found at his door.
Years later Aaron Jackson built a little school in the field near his home.
His children attended that school until the townsfolk decided to bus them
down to the school on the west side of the St. John River. Mary McBreairty
and James O’Connell taught at the little Jackson School.
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At the same time there was a little school at the Desjardin place above
Pocwoc. It was halfway between the Ouellette place and Castonguay Set
tlement. Mina Crone was one of the early teachers at that school.
SCHOOLHOUSE BROOK SCHOOL
This school was situated near the brook where Mike and Luclndl
Crawford now live. The building was brought over the river from the old
Gardner place just above the Alf Hafford farm. It was brought to Gardner
Island, first, and then it was hauled down to the riverbank where Gardner
Sporting Camps are today. Later it was hauled up to the brook and remain
ed there until the new school was built on a lot adjacent to the present
school.
Tom Pelletier bought the little Schoolhouse Brook School and moved it
over to his place. It was used for a woodshed.
Aunt Eva Sawyer, my mother’s sister, taught in the Schoolhouse Brook
School. She remembers leaving the Madawaska Training School and com
ing to Allagash to teach. Her brother, Charlie, brought her to town in a
Model-T Ford. It was springtime and the roads were wet and muddy. They
ran out of the road on their way to town.
Aunt Eva was only 17years old at the time and some of her students were
bigger than she was. She told of being vaccinated for smallpox that year.
Although everyone was urged to have the vaccination, only Aunt Eva and
two other women would have it. Catherine Ouellette was superintendent at
the time.
Aunt Eva told me this story about her job in Allagash. One day she went
outside the little school to clean the blackboard erasers, and there was this
little animal staring at her. "I was so scared,” she said, “afraid it would
jump up in my face. The animal never moved. I started backing up slowly
and finally got back into the school. Do you know what it was? A groun
dhog! I’d never seen one before. Now they’re pestering me all the time —
trying to eat up everything in my garden.”
Annie Dow told me about teaching at the Schoolhouse Brook School. She
taught there for three and a half years. She said Adeline Moirs had taught
there the year before. Annie said it was a nice building with rows of seats on
both sides, and two chalkboards. Students there were in grades one to six.
Annie boarded at Charlie Gardner’s place until their daughter, Lucy, got
typhoid Fever. Annie moved to Jack McBreairty’s place for the remainder of
her time at the Schoolhouse Brook School. Florine Ouellette taught at that
school and she boarded at Jack McBreairty’s also.
THE CROSSROCK SCHOOL
The first school at Crossrock was an old log building that had been built
near the brook down by the St. Francis town line. When Alec Moirs built the
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house on the present Lou Pelletier lot, he moved the log building up to his
place for a store room. When they needed a building for a school, they mov
ed the cabin down to its present location. When the residents of Allagash
decided to build a new school across the road from the old Hamp Jackson
lot, they moved the old building to Crossrock to replace the log cabin. Leo
Pelletier told me about watching the men jack up the school building, put it
on some sleds and haul it down to Crossrock with two pair of horses. They
hauled it down in the wintertime. The old cabin was used for a woodshed.
The first little house on the right side of the road after you enter Allagash
from St. Francis is that building that was moved down for a school. The lit
tle building next to it was the first Crossrock School.
My mother-in-law, Nellie Hafford, told me about going to that school.
Nellie’s father, Rob Hafford, owned a big house in Crossrock and the
teachers often boarded at that house. Nellie told me a story about Dwight
Walsh who used to teach in the Crossrock School. He was boarding at Rob
Hafford’s and would come home for lunch. The folks at Rob’s were usually
enjoying their favorite pasttime, playing cards. Dwight was the son of a
Baptist minister and card-playing was considered a grave sin by the church.
However Dwight liked to play and would often join in the games during the
noon break.
Nellie said that one day Dwight looked at the clock and decided it was
time for him to go back to school. When the others coaxed him to have one
more game, Dwight hurried out of the house yelling “Get thee behind me,
satan!"
Dawn Sylvester came to teach at the Crossrock School. She later married
a Moosetowner, Jonathan Moirs, and remained in Allagash for many years.
When I talked to Mrs. Moirs about the Crossrock School, she told me many
things that pertained to all the little schools in town. She came to teach in
1924. She boarded at Henry Ouellette’s and walked to school with her
pupils. Schools were open in the summer months in those years because so
many families moved to the woods in the winter. This usually happened in
November and the families did not return to their homes until spring break
up time.
Catherine Ouellette was the superintendent at the time and she warned
Mrs. Moirs that she shouldn’t expect too much. She said the last time she
visited the school there was no door on the building. The superintendent
also said that she had been trying to get some toilets for the school, but the
people couldn’t see any reason why there should be toilets since there were
none at the other schools in town.
It was in 1924 that the state department enacted the new pension laws.
Prior to 1924, if a teacher taught 20 years, she received a pension of $200 a
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year. For teaching 25 years she received $300 a year, and she received $500
a year after teaching 30 years. Under the new law contributions were taken
from a teacher’s wages for a pension fund. The amount was based on the
teacher’s annual salary. Since Dawn was just starting to teach in 1924, she
was given the option of choosing either method of receiving a pension.
Never dreaming she would teach long enough for a regular pension, Dawn
elected the old method. Later she had to have money taken from her checks
to make up for contributions so she did retire under the new method.
There was no drinking water at the school, so Mrs. Moirs had her pupils
bring water from home. They brought the water in all sorts of bottles. There
was a tonic bottle, a square gin bottle with the original label, a Frontenac
ale bottle, etc. These bottles were all lined up in a row under the wash
bench. When Abbie Bush from the state department visited with the
superintendent, she exclaimed, ‘‘What have we here?”
‘‘It looked like a regular bar,” said Dawn. “Abbie thought it was a good
idea. If students brought their water from home, it didn’t have to be tested
by the state. She said she would pass the idea on to the other schools."
The pupils usually brought their lunches in small pails. There were no hot
lunches, but sometimes they brought bottled food from home and it was
heated in a big canner of water on the heater. Jim Gardner, who cooked at
the driving shack nearby, used to invite all of them in for tea and pie on
several occasions.
There were no gyms, showers, or drinking fountains. There were no pic
tures and very few outdated textbooks. Many children had never seen a
movie. In the homes there were usually a bible, and a Sears Roebuck
catalog. There may have been either a Lee Co. or Larkin catalog, but very
few, if any, newspapers, or magazines.
There was a little state bulletin that listed the area to be covered by each
grade. When Mrs. Moirs asked for newer texts and a planbook, she was told
to do whatever she remembered doing when she was back in grade school
fourteen years earlier.
A strange thing happened that year Mrs. Moirs came to Cross Rock
School. The Narrow Gauge School in St. Francis was overcrowded and
some of those students attended the Cross Rock School. Despite the rivalry
between the people of Allagash and St. Francis, the students got along very
well. There was a rule that no French could be spoken at the school but the
church holy days were observed. In later years those days had to be made
up. Schools were used for religious services if a priest, or minister, was
available. School days missed for catechism had to be made up.
A teacher had to be a jack-of-all-trades in the early days. When Mrs. Moirs
arrived at school one day she found Robert and Will Hafford unloading
wood. The teacher found out that she was expected to scale the wood so
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the men could be paid. She also had to paint her own blackboard (a piece of
beaverboard) and replace a broken window. There was no stove in the
building on her first day at school. A neighbor had borrowed it for the winter
and hadn’t returned it. It was there the following day.
That summer Mrs. Moirs had 18 pupils listed on her register. One day
there was only one pupil in school. The rest had gone to St. John to pick
blueberries.
There were no curtains or screens in the windows of the school.
Blackflies and mosquitoes were a problem. One muggy, cloudy day, the
flies were so thick that Mrs. Moirs built a fire in the stove and put some
grass on it to make a smoke. It was hard on the lungs but got rid of the flies.
Nature study was a part of all the schools curriculums. Mrs. Moirs said
that some of the children like plants, flowers, or birds. She told of having a
thrush nearby and about the gorbies (Canadian jays) who followed the
children to pick up left-over lunches. She remembers how Wilmer Ouellette
cried when a robin’s egg he had picked up broke in his hand. Another stu
dent, however, sealed a mother tree swallow in her hole in a telephone pole
and left her there to starve.
Children are children regardless of their generation. Mrs. Moirs told me
about the time some of the older children tried to teach Benjamin Ouellette
how to smoke. He got very sick and the teacher had to stop the first car go
ing "down river” to get Benny a ride home.
Another time a student broke a window and told the teacher one of the
river drivers had done it. There had been some drivers near the school
because they ate at the shack next-door. They used to come and lean
against the school and watch the proceedings through the windows. Years
later Mrs. Moirs learned the truth about the broken window which she had
to replace herself.
Children in the early schools were very shy. Mrs. Moirs tried to get the
pupils to relax and talk more freely. She asked them questions and listened
to their stories. One pupil referred a question to his mother who told him the
answer was none of the teacher’s business.
When Mrs. Moirs tried to correct a student’s grammar, the boy said, “If I
talked like you everyone would be laughing at me, too.”
In health class while they were taking up a chapter on cleanliness, one
student asked if it meant he should take a bath even in winter. His mother
said anyone who did that was “plumb crazy". The boy said they changed
their underclothes but did not bathe. “Geeze, if we didn’t the lice would eat
us uo, ” he said.
Early parents in Allagash did not like to talk of sex and reproduction, with
their children. One day one of the pupils came to school and told about so
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meone having a new baby. The doctor had brought it in his little black bag
she told them. Two other students went home and asked their mother where
she got her babies. Her answer was that their father dug them out from
under a pine stump in the pasture. The two pupils were absent from school
that afternoon. Years later Mrs. Moirs learned they had spent the afternoon
exploring all the old stumps out in the pasture.
Some of the teachers who taught in the Cross Rock School were: Annie
Dow, Mary Bossie, Dwight Walsh, Christine Pelletier, Odile Pelletier, Carrie
Bossie, Dawn Moirs, Ev Gardner, Fred Zieter, Ethel Dempsey, Hattie
Michaud. I’m sure there were others that I have missed.
As time went on better schools were built in Allagash. There was a oneroom school up across the St. John River near Robbie McBreairty’s lot, one
on the Frank McBreairty Road on the east side of the river, one on the lot
across from Hamp Jackson’s, and one near the present school lot. These
schools had toilets, window shades, and decent blackboards. The need for
more space brought about the building of a two-room school on the lot
across from Hamp Jacksons.
The next big change came in the early 1950’s when the Allagash Con
solidated School was built. Students from all the little schools were bussed
to the new one. At first, only grades K-8 were attending and the high school
students were bussed to Fort Kent. Later the town voted to add on to the
elementary school and include a high school and gymnasium. The next step
was to form School Administrative District #10 with Allagash the only town
involved due to the isolated area and different culture. This worked out
quite well for awhile but our school population in Allagash is rapidly declin
ing. How much longer a high school can be maintained is a topic on the
minds of the townspeople at this very moment. The question that bothers
most parents is the quality of education their children will receive if main
taining the school means cut-backs in curriculum areas.
I never believed I would make this statement, but I now think that it was a
mistake to add the high school students to the same building with elemen
tary children. As all teachers, and many parents, know, the teen-age years
are a struggle for all concerned. The teenager, no longer a child and still not
an adult, is trying to find his own identity, and will do so, often to the detri
ment of his school, teachers, parents, and friends. He/she yearns for some
sort of recognition, good or bad, and through his efforts he often disrupts
the ordinary routines upon which good learning habits are based. Allagash
has only a few students and it doesn’t take many of them to upset the whole
system. One, or two, leaders can attract followers who are not willing to
think for themselves. When this happens the shock waves are felt down to
the youngest elementary pupil.
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This is the point in time when pride in Allagash is put on the back burner.
Our parents love, and trust, their children so much that often some poor
judgments are made as folks try to support youthful decisions. Bad publici
ty is often the result and, once again, Allagash appears to be a horrible
place to live.
Fortunately, these same teenagers will somehow get through their ordeal
of growing up and they will take their rightful place in our community. I have
talked with many people who have gone through the rebellious years and
they have come out unscarred. They admit they could have done much bet
ter in school and certainly want their own children to get a good education.
If I were asked what our biggest problem is in Allagash today, I would say
it is our school system. Something is very wrong. IVe can’t teach our
children “by the book”, because we don’t live “by the book.” Our children
are riding dirt bikes, snowmobiles, and three-wheel all terrain vehicles
before they are old enough to go to school. I’ve seen a little 11, or 12 year old
boy driving his dad’s 10-wheeler truck, doing a man’s job, and handling it
like a pro. One year I had a continuing feud with a parent who kept his thirdgrade son out of school to help work in the woods. Many of our children
have no childhood. Then we put them in school and try to teach them
around a Dick and Jane way of life. What happens?
I taught kindergarten and know the enthusiasm these pupils have on their
first day of school. I know they are very intelligent, but somewhere along the
way we lose them. They become bored because they are not challenged.
Boredom breeds trouble. When children are excited and interested in learn
ing, there are no discipline problems. We need to revamp our school system
because we are short-changing our children. They deserve better.

Pen Pal Club
Roosevelt School, Allagash Maine
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Fifth grade at
Allagash Consolidated School

Gladys Gardner and pupils at Longfellow School
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WHO CARES WHAT TIME IT IS?
The early Moosetowners never seemed to notice what time of day it was.
They were awakened, had breakfast, and were off to work before daylight.
They ate when they got hungry, often having 2-3 lunches during the day, and
returned to their camp after dark.
Some of the people couldn’t tell time anyway. There is a story about two
old timers who worked together and neither of them could tell time. One
morning one of them came to work and said, “My daughter gave me a watch
for my birthday.”
“Oh, she did,” replied the other. “What time is it?”
Not wanting his friend to know that he couldn’t tell time, the first fellow
pulled out the watch, showed it to his friend, and said, “There she be!”
“Be damned if she ain’t!” hollered the other. He couldn’t tell time either.
During my early years, the men in Allagash worked in the lumber camps
in winter, on log drives in the spring, and were more-or-less self-employed
during the summer months. It was during those long lazy warm days that I
noticed how little attention was paid to what time of day it happened to be.
My brother had a mill and, even though the yard was full of logs to be saw
ed, if someone came along, he stopped to talk. Often a suggestion that they
go fishing would close the mill down for the rest of the day.
Lee had a truck and hauled anything that anybody wanted at a moment’s
notice. Meals were never on time because I never knew what time the men
would be arriving at the house.
If someone wanted a party, they got some people together and had a par
ty. This might take place at seven in the evening, or midnight. One of the
favorite parties in Allagash was a chicken stew. Often the problem of get
ting a chicken was the hardest part of the preparations. Many a homeowner
bemoaned the fact that they lost a chicken to some animal in the night
while the real thief was usually a Moosetowner looking for a party.
While the chicken stew was cooking, music and dancing kept the revelers
occupied. Someone always had a fiddle or guitar and everybody sang.
When the stew was cooked and served, usually with hot biscuits dripping
with golden butter that had been recently churned, the Moosetowners ate
their fill, said their good night and went home to get a few hours sleep
before the next day began.
One of the favorite places to hold a chicken stew was at my brother Bert’s
house. Often we would wake them up out of a deep sleep and they would
get up and do the honors. I'll bet Gladys, my sister-in-law, would have liked
to tell us to go home to bed, but she never did. Instead, she would get out of
her nice warm bed, get dressed, and make us the most delicious stew in
town. She always made us feel welcome and would ioin in our fun and
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laughter.
Sometimes we played cards at these parties and Gladys liked to play
Charlemange, or Sixty-three. She usually kept a sharp eye out for the ones
who cheated, or “reneged”, and caught them before any damage was done.
Trying to get away with something seemed to be the most fun of the game
and some of the Moosetowners were good at it.
We were very thoughtless when we would wake up Bert and Gladys to
make us a stew. We were unmarried and could sleep late, but they had little
children who had to be cared for early in the morning. After I had children of
my own, I used to marvel at the patience my sister-in-law had with all of us.
I am not going to say the “good old days” were better, but when I think
about it I sometimes wish that we could get back to those carefree days for
just a little while. When we had hot dog and marshmallow roasts, nobody
cared about cholesterol. The butter on our biscuits was full of calories but
nobody counted. There may have been a hurricane brewing in the Gulf of
Mexico but nobody knew it, and until Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, our little
town was our world and we had lots of time to enjoy it. Almost sounds like a
utopia, doesn’t it?
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HOLIDAYS ARE FUN
One of the most celebrated holidays in Allagash history was In
dependence Day. Everyone looked forward to spending at least three days
in revelry. Someone would clean out an old building, put a few benches
around the walls, and the place was ready. Local musicians played and
everybody danced. The partying went on day and night. The revelers would
catch forty winks, now and then, but would soon be back for more fun until
the celebration was over.
Relatives from out of town and men working in the woods always planned
to be home for the celebration. Visitors flocked to Allagash to join in the
festivities. Hotdogs were sold, plenty of booze was consumed, and often a
fistfight interrupted the dancing, but as soon as the fight was settled, the
show started again.
These celebrations continued for years and when they started to die
down, many of us would not let that happen. When we discovered that
nobody planned to “celebrate the fourth” we would talk someone into it.
Dennis Pelletier was over favorite host. It didn’t take much coaxing to get
him going. He loved to dance and continued to enjoy it until his death at 92
years.
The Moosetowners don’t have regular celebrations on July fourth now,
but the centennial celebration in 1986 made us remember the old days.
Friends and relatives from all over the world returned to celebrate our
town’s one hundredth birthday on July 3-4-5. No other date would have been
appropriate.
The July 4th week is still the favorite vacation time for out-of-town
Moosetowners. They all return each year and parties are held in various
parts of town whenever anyone feels like starting one.
CHRISTMAS
Christmas is a celebrated time in Allagash especially by schools and
churches. Before the Christmas vacation starts, teachers put on Christmas
programs with each grade taking part. Skits, poems, and carols are a major
part of the entertainment, and parents and friends are all invited. Then the
students have a visit from Santa and exchange gifts.
I remember when I was a child I recited “The Night Before Christmas" in
just such a program. Christmastime was great for us because in those days
our schools closed at that time and reopened in March. The winter recess
was caused by the number of families who moved into lumber camps for
the season. They took their children out of school, often before Christmas,
and only returned after spring break-up when lumbering stopped for awhile.
All three churches in Allagash have Christmas programs also. They
celebrate the birth of Christ with the children and adults reciting poems and
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singing Christmas carols and hymns. Everyone is invited to ioin in the true
Christmas spirit, and many folks attend all three church programs with their
children.
I don’t think I ever believed in Santa Claus. When I was very young there
was a Christmas program at our church and my mother was one of the
singers. I had an earache and could not attend. I cried when everyone
started to leave and my mother gave me the presents she had put away for
me. I got a doll and a teaset. She couldn’t tell me that Santa brought them,
so I knew there was no such thing as Santa Claus.
When I came to Allagash to live with my aunt and uncle we always had a
good Christmas. I’m not sure how they managed, but we always had lots of
good food and gifts. Our tree was usually a spruce, or fir, that had been cut
on our own land. We used to string popcorn and cranberries and make most
of our own decorations. However, our tree lights were actually brightlycolored wax candles which were clamped in delicately-sculptured holders.
The holders were fastened on the tree carefully, so the candles could be lit
without setting the tree on fire. We couldn’t leave the candles lit for very
long and someone always had to be there to watch them. It was quite a fire
hazard but I don’t remember of anyone having a fire that was started from
the tree candles.
One Christmas we got our tree but a wooden stand had to be made for it
before we could decorate it. Like all children we were impatient and wanted
the tree set up. One day while Aunt Gladys was away shopping we
tormented Uncle Tom to put up our tree. After awhile he got tired of our nag
ging and agreed to do the job. He didn’t make a stand for the tree. He simply
took a brace and bit and bored a round hole right down through the floor in
the corner of the living room. Then he whittled the bottom of the tree until it
fit securely into the hole and there! our tree was standing tall and ready for
its trimmings.
I don’t think I should tell what Aunt Gladys had to say when she got
home. However, the tree remained in its own little niche and for many years
after, our Christmas trees were placed in the same hole.
Christmas has become very commercial today but the folks in Allagash
still bake their own goodies, make wreaths, and decorate live trees. Large
families get together and enjoy Christmas dinners and the exchanging of
gifts. In a time of tinsel and glitter, the Moosetowners have not forgotten
the true meaning of Christmas and are still raising their children to believe
in the birth of Christ.
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THE FOUR SEASONS
Our seasons change for everyone to see
The winter snows are cold as they can be
But spring brings April showers
Pussywillows and Mayflowers
And maple sap starts running from the tree.
Summer is a time for everyone
To laugh and play and have a little fun
Then leaves turn in the fall
The nicest time of all
God bless Allagash today.
These words are from a song that Geneva Walker and I wrote for our
centennial celebration in 1986. They tell how we feel about our seasonal
changes. Our winters are cold with lots of snow. Skiing, skating, snowsled
ding, making snowmen, ice sculptures, etc. are ways we amuse ourselves
today. When I was young we did not have the sophisticated toys that
children use now. Our sleds were often a piece of cardboard that we sat on
and held in front of us as we slid down a bank of fluffy snow. Many times
the cardboard slipped away and our skipants became the victims of the
sticks and stones that littered the hillside as we slid past. Another patch
had to be applied over the ones on the pants because this was depression
times and large families had to make do with what they had.
If a family was fortunate enough to have an old pork barrel around a sled
was made from the staves. Using one stave in front with a bar across to
steer by and two in the rear, a person could construct a pretty good vehicle
for winter fun. The staves were rubbed with wax that had been used to
preserve the winter’s fams and jellies. After a few applications of the wax,
the sled would zoom down the hill with the rider feeling the wind in his face
and hearing the yells of the others who were either egging him on or attemp
ting to pass him.
A more complicated sled, that was also used, was the bobsled. Those
sleds had two runners in front and two in back. They were more difficult to
build and some of them were truly works of art. They outdid the barrel-stave
sled easily.
I remember when the boys in our family built a tiumpy knoll of sticks and
bushes. They piled snow on it so we could come down on the sleds, jump
over the knoll, and land hopefully in one piece. This led to more competi
tion, to see who could make the longest jump.
Once a neighbor brought up a pair of “store-bought” skis and everyone
had to try them. There were no broken bones but lots of spills that day. Later
we tried skiing on just one ski and even that worked out quite well for the
boys. Even though the boys were young they had already had practice trying
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to stay on logs floating in the river during log jams in the spring.
The rivers were our skating rinks. Everybody got together and cleared a
long strip of ice so there was plenty of room. Those who had skates were
the envy of the others. If you had a sled, a skater would push you all over the
ice often giving a twirl which sent both your sled and your head spinning
over the frozen water.
One year I had the mumps and could not play outside. IVe had a thaw in
the weather and quite a lot of water came up over the ice. When cold
weather returned and the water froze, the glare ice was ideal for skating.
Everybody was out skating but me. I kept asking everyday to go out and,
finally, Aunt Gladys said I could go out the following day. That night we had
three feet of snow and our beautiful skating rink was completely buried. Not
only that but most of the other kids around had caught my mumps so, even
though I could go out, there was nobody to keep me company.
Winters indoors were not all that bad. Darkness comes early in winter
time, so during the long evenings we played cards, read books, told or
listened to stories as we sat around a big wood heater. Since our family was
so large, my aunt didn’t want us bothering the neighbors. She would invite
our friends to our house and she made everyone feel welcome. She made
fudge, chicken stews, cakes, pies etc. to treat the gang as we played our
games. Big bowls of apples were placed around so we could help ourselves
to the luscious fruit. Often Aunt Gladys joined in our games and was a
champion Charlemagne player.
Charlemagne was a card game that had been handed down from one
generation to another. No one seems to know the exact origin of the game,
but it had been a favorite with the early settlers. It is played with the sevens
up to the aces in a regular deck of cards. There are four players, two sets of
partners. The nine of trump is the highest card, then the jack, opposite jack,
ace down to the seven. It would take too long to explain the whole game,
but the fun seemed to be in reneging and getting away with it. By reneging, I
mean that a player had to follow suit in the game. If he had a card of the
right suit and played a trump instead, he would be reneging.
What was then only a family game has now become a more serious art.
Folks in St. Francis, Fort Kent, and Clair, New Brunswick play the game
every week. They have tournaments where partners are drawn by lots and
prizes are given to the winners. One thing makes a difference. In the modern
game the players are not allowed to talk, except to bid. In our early days the
principle enjoyment of the game was the bantering back and forth among
the players. I could never keep quiet while playing Charlemagne so I have
never joined in modern tournament play.
The spring season is the grand awakening! The minute the sun starts to
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melt the winter snows, Moosetowners come to life. They doff their heavy
jackets and wool bonnets and get outside to greet their neighbors with
smiles, hellos, and everyday chatter. They shovel snow away from the win
dows, and make trenches for the running water to help dry up their yards as
soon as possible. They’re ready for another few months of warmth and sun
shine.
Before the ice is done running in the river, some Moosetowners are trying
out their boats and motors. They cannot wait for Mother Nature to tell them
it is safe because the winter has been long and they’re ready.
Swimming was our favorite activity in summer. Since most of the homes
are built along the Allagash and St. John Rivers, we didn’t have far to go to
get to a pool. Picnics were fun for everyone. We spent many evenings
around a roaring bonfire toasting hotdogs and marshmallows, singing
songs and telling stories. We had few cars so often our gear had to be car
ried to our favorite picnic spot but we didn’t mind.
For many years in Allagash the fall season was a lonely one. Despite the
brilliant colors of the hardwood trees in contrast to the varying shades of
green of the spruce and fir, the town was nearly deserted and lonely. Many
nature lovers passed through the area exclaiming over the natural beauty
that comes about when the leaves lose their green colors giving the reds,
yellows, and oranges a chance to show themselves in all their splendor.
But the heartbeat of the little village had slowed down. Many families had
packed their belongings and moved to the potato fields of central
Aroostook County. Every able-bodied person found his way to the huge
farmlands to help in the potato harvest. This migration, that lasted 2-5
weeks, was necessary. The early fall months made up a period of little work
in Allagash. It was the closing time for guiding on the river and too soon for
the great lumbering operations to get started in the woods. Everyone was
out of work and needed money.
Allagash was like a ghost town during the harvest season. When the time
came for schools to stay open all winter, they opened in August, but closed
in September for a few weeks. This enabled the families to move to the
potato fields and earn money. Most of the children who picked potatoes
earned enough money to buy a good supply of winter clothes. For those of
us who didn’t get to go away, the beautiful clothes the children wore on the
first day of school after harvest, made us envious. Each year I hoped to go
to the potato fields, but I didn’t get to pick potatoes until I was in high
school. It was then that I found out that I should never have envied the other
children. What a job!
In later years the farmers became more mechanized. Harvesters were
purchased and young children were not allowed to work on them. Families
stopped moving away and the fall season became what it should always
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have been — a glorious time of the year.
Yes, we enjoy our seasons. Just about the time we are getting tired of one
season, another one arrives to take its place. We wouldn't want it any other
way.
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WE LIKE TO WIN
Moostowners love competition. In any sport that needs a bit of skill they
will nearly kill themselves trying to be best. I remember Uncle Tom Gardner
telling about the men in the lumber camps trying to pick up a barrel of flour
with their teeth. Some of them could actually do it.
Kicking the beam was another contest the men in the camps used to en
joy. There were no ceilings in the log cabins so the men used to try to kick
the beams that criss-crossed at the top of the room. Once I saw Uncle Tom
kick one of those beams in an unfinished house and I couldn’t believe it. He
would have made a great athlete.
Moosetowners were quick on their feet. They had to be because so often
their life depended on that skill. Working on landings of logs in the spring
gave the men a chance to show how good they were at staying on their feet
and moving fast. I have often heard people talk of how smart Clifford “Bea”
Hafford was on his feet while jumping around on log drives. Others have
told me of Robbie McBreairty’s ability in much the same way. When it came
to log-rolling contests, the Moosetowners were good. So what if a few of
them took a good cold dip in the water once in awhile?
Arm wrestling has been a favorite sport for Moosetowners, but they refer
to it as “breaking wrists". I have home movies of my husband, Lee, and
brother, Bert, breaking wrists on my living room floor. Uncle Ralph Mills is
on his knees beside them checking to see that their elbows are touching the
floor. As the years went by my son, Mike, got to be quite good at arm wrestl
ing. He was doing well until his Aunt Albertine challenged him. He couldn’t
pull her arm down. She just sat there, holding her arm up straight with what
seemed very little effort. Although she actually did not “break his wrist”, it
sort of took the wind out of his sails to find out a woman could hold him off
in that manner. I didn’t hear so much boasting after that incident.
At one time canoes and motors were the main means of transportation
for Moosetowners. They used to see who could pole a canoe the fastest,
and later when motors were used, they tried to see who had the fastest
motor. Their contests got quite dangerous by the time they reached
Allagash Falls. There they tried to see who could get the closest to the bot
tom of the Falls before capsizing. I suffered through a few of those antics,
but I didn’t like watching them. This was one of my brother, Bob’s, favorite
contests. No one ever got hurt, mostly because the fellows knew their
limitations and always gave up before it was too late.
Before organized games were introduced in town, the competitive spirit
seemed to show up in skating, skiing, riding bikes, motorcycling, and driv
ing automobiles. Then came basketball, softball, volleyball and track. Now
the competition was in earnest. As the high school students became adept
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in handling a basketball, they soon earned a spot in the yearly state tour
naments. They could run fast, stay on their feet, and jump like a deer. They
became very agressive and their parents and friends backed the players one
hundred percent. Nearly everyone in the little high school was on the team
and they played as if their life depended on it. The girls teams were every bit
as competitive as the boys and they have the gold basketballs to prove it.
Softball is a summer sport and the men in town belong to leagues which
have been formed throughout the St. John Valley. It was during one of these
games that Governor Brennan’s canoe party paddled down by only about a
few hundred feet from the diamond and nobody knew he was there.
When the tv satellite dishes became available, many Moosetowners are
now enjoying the professional league games. The Celtics basketball team
is a favorite and everything else takes second-place when a game is being
played. I still like to watch the Boston Red Sox baseball team despite their
poor record over the years. I am hoping that 1989 will be a better year for my
team.
One last bit about competition in Allagash. The need to win has become
so important that I worry a little about the children who are playing. I
remember the frightened look I saw In one boy’s eyes as he walked off the
floor of a basketball game. He had made an error and he was afraid.
Another time at a school sports day a child cried because he lost a race. He
was afraid of what his dad would say. I saw much of this type of thing over
the years. Moosetowners are very loyal fans but they want their teams to
win!
What bothers me is that the players want to win so badly that they forget
to have fun playing the game. Isn’t that the main idea for playing games in
the first place — to have fun?
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AS WE TRAVEL ALONG
"Head of the rapid," along with "long reach of road” and "foot of the flat”
were some of the expressions that the early settlers of Allagash used to
describe the location of a certain area.
“As far as from here to the road", or “as far as you can throw a rock” were
used to express distances.
The first settlers had only the rivers for highways and often they were
quite unpredictable. During freeze-up time in the fall, and ice-out time in the
spring, the rivers could not be used at all. Stories have been told of people
falling through the ice and drowning when they took dangerous chances at
these times of the year.
The first homes were built on islands, or along the shores, of the Allagash
and St. John Rivers; and much of the settled areas of Allagash, today, are
still along the rivers. The location of the houses created quite a hazard
when the ice started breaking up in the spring. If the ice jammed anywhere,
the water would back up and flood the low-lying areas. Because of the
dangers, the residents built cabins on higher ground as retreats if
shorefront homes were threatened.
Fred Estey, an Indian who had come from Fredricton, New Brunswick,
called the period “lifting time”. He said that In Fredricton, when a flood was
imminent, they would lift their hay and grain up above the high water mark
to another level in the barn.
We still have problems with flooding when the ice starts breaking up in
some areas today. Everyone gets anxious and a careful watch is kept day
and night so that residents can be warned of any immediate danger.
Before the roads were built, supplies were taken up the river by towboats
in summer and stored in depots along the way. The towboats were pulled by
horses while the men on board the boats manned the sweeps and tried to
keep the lines from getting caught on rocks in the river. One of their pro
blems was getting the goods transported around the falls on the Allagash
River. The trail was about one-quarter mile up over ledges and through
mudholes. Old logs were placed in the mud to make passage easier.
Another towboat would carry the supplies on up the river above the falls.
Trails were cut along the rivers and these became tote roads with horses
pulling sleds In winter and wagons in summer, filled with supplies for the
far-off families in the wilderness.
Loghaulers, tractors, and trucks replaced the horses, thus making it
necessary to make better roads and easier access to the area. Most of the
roads run along the rivers in Allagash today, but the rivers are filled with
canoeists from all over the world. They come to enjoy the scenery, the
wildlife, and the peacefulness that only a trip through our wonderland can
give them.
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SETTLEMENTS AROUND ALLAGASH
The population of Allagash has changed very little over the years, usually
staying between 400-600 people. Flo Henderson told me that the population
did reach over 900 one year. This was during the time when the lumber com
panies were cutting pine trees for shipbuilding. There were many little
lumbering villages, and depots, along the Allagash and St. John Rivers, at
that time, which have long since been deserted. Most of the buildings have
been razed and the big fields that had been cleared so long ago have been
turned back to nature. A newcomer, who might be paddling these rivers to
day, would never suspect the activity that was carried on back in the 19th
century.
In the earliest years, Indians roamed these lands. Aunt Ev McBreairty told
of seeing the redmen coming down the St. John River in canoes. Naturally
the people were afraid of Indians in those days. Flo Henderson told of In
dians going to her grandfather’s house. The Indians were carrying rifles, but
Mr. Kelly had them hand over their weapons to him. He stood the rifles in
the corner and then welcomed the Indians into his home.
Later Indians were hired as guides — taking people up the river to the
lumbering villages. Dawn Moirs, a former Allagash school teacher, heard
her grandmother tell of traveling up to the Seven Islands on the St. John
River. Their Indian guides would steal chickens from the settlers along the
river to feed their guests on the trip.
With increasing demand for tall pine trees to be used in shipbuilding, the
Allagash area became a spot for development by lumber companies. Many
little villages sprang up along the rivers.
SEVEN ISLANDS
The settlement at Seven Islands was started by Shepard Cary of New
Salem, Mass. The principal business of the S. Cary Co. was cutting pine
timber on the upper St. John and Allagash Rivers. The lumber was taken to
Fredricton, New Brunswick by river drives.
Large plots of land were cleared on the Cary farm where hay and grain
were raised for the lumber operations. There were crews there all year
around, some to work in the woods and some to work on the farm.
The Cary farm was on the north bank of the St. John River and it included
the islands. There was a one-and-a-half story house near the river. Inside
was a big dining room, a kitchen, with a huge stone fireplace with iron
cranes where big iron pots hung over the fire. There were many more rooms
in the house. There were a number of large barns and a storage depot near
by. The boards for the building were sawed with a whipsaw out of clear
sound pine.
According to the History of Aroostook by Honorable Edward Wiggin, the
Seven Islands was considered the most important point in the upper St.
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John region.
Opposite the Cary place was the Frank Currier farm. The Carons lived
near the Seven Islands along with other families such as Simmons,
Castonguay, St. John, Desjardin, Young and Bishop. Their farms were all
located along the St. John River.
At one time the settlers organized the Plantation of Seven Islands. Their
votes were quite important in state and national elections. Shepard Cary
served 13 terms in the state legislature and even ran for governor.
W. Holman was overseer of the Cary woods operation. He later joined
W.H. Cunliffe of Fort Kent in a firm called Cary and Cunliffe. Later Cary
moved to Minnesota and Cunliffe carried on.
In 1893, an ice jam swept away many buildings in the Seven Islands.
Although they had spring cabins up on the hillside, the flood caught some
people unprepared. The people were jumping out of upstairs windows. One
child fell out of the window. When someone heard the splash, they felt
around and pulled her out of the water. It was freezing cold so they carried
the child up to the hillside cabin and warmed her up. She lived to a ripe old
age.
The Seven Islands lumbermen did quite well until the trees were all cut.
They left the area and the remaining houses in the Seven Islands were
deserted. Other lumber companies used the buildings from time to time.
Lee told me that Conrad Poulin was the last one to leave the Islands. When
he left, the main house on the Cary Farm was in good condition and some of
the barns were there, too. The house had been finished in hard pine and var
nished. The organ was still there and pictures were still on the walls. The
beds were all made up as if someone was still living there. This was
sometime in the 5O’s. The doors of the house were all unlocked.
A few years later, forestry personnel got orders to burn the remaining
buildings along the river. The big barn was full of hay and there were
50-gallon drums of gas in there, which the men knew nothing about. When
they burned the barn, the gas exploded and the little village of the Seven
Islands went out in grand style.
CASTONGUAY SETTLEMENT
The Castonguay Settlement was located just beyond the Seven Islands
on the St. John River. Mrs. Amelia Mullins and Mrs. Eunice Walker, both
Allagash residents, at one time, were born at the Castonguay Settlement.
One of their sisters, Mrs. Christy Caron, was a housekeeper on J.T.
Michaud’s farm in Ludlow, Maine.
The buildings at the Castonguay Settlement are all gone now, mostly
because of flooding on the St. John River. Folks have told me that one of
the big buildings at the Castonguay place had a sign on it which read,
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TRAVELERS’ INN. That was a haven for the tired canoemen who poled up
the river, or the mobile lumbermen who traveled the river, going to and from
their work in the woods.
MICHAUD FARM
Michaud Farm used to be the major part of a flourishing community that
was established by J.T. Michaud. It was located 3 miles above the falls on
the Allagash River. J.T. Michaud was a lumber baron and the Farm was a
place where he grew vegetables for his workers, grain for his animals, and it
was a place where he kept animals that were used in his lumber operations.
The big building was a type of hotel where travelers could stay on their way
up and down the river.
There were other families nearby. At one time, as many as thirteen
families were living in the Michaud Farm and surrounding area. Michaud
had a store at the Farm where his lumbermen, and the neighbors could buy
the necessary staples they needed.
There were huge fields that had been cleared for farming and grazing.
There were huge barns, sheds, a harness shop, hen houses, a pork house,
that were all made out of hewn lumber that had to be cut and hauled to the
Farm, or sawed and hauled up the river by boat.
J.T. Michaud was a character in his own right. He was wealthy and didn’t
mind letting people know it. Whether he was arriving to St. Francis in a
chauffeur-driven touring car, or coming to Michaud Farm with his fancy
team of driving horses, J.T. Michaud always arrived in style. Michaud Farm
continued to flourish until the St. John Lumber Company went broke and
took J.T. down with them. An auction was held at the Michaud Farm and
most of the assets were sold. The Michaud Farm was leased several times,
but when the state started to set up the Allagash Wilderness Waterway, the
last buildings were burned. Only the ranger cabin marks the spot where
once there had been a little settlement bustling with activity the year
around.
CUNLIFFE DEPOT
An arch rival of J.T. Michaud was William Cunliffe of Fort Kent. Cunliffe
established a depot about a mile and a half south of Michaud Farm on the
opposite side of the river. Those men in the area who did not work for J.T.
Michaud were found on Cunliffe’s labor rolls.
Competition was stiff between the two men, and they tried to ignore each
other’s problems. They even had their own tote roads because they
wouldn’t use the same one. Cunliffe Depot had a whole set of cabins like at
Michaud Farm and there was a shingle mill there, too. Cunliffe had other
buildings along the river for storing supplies, and depots at Long Lake Dam
and Umsaskis.
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CHURCHILL DEPOT
A much larger settlement was established at Churchill Dam. >4 boarding
house, barns, loghauler sheds, blacksmith shop, mill, and office buildings
once had their place along the banks of the Allagash River and along the
lake. There were cabins built for the workers to live in and even a school for
the children. Helen Hamlin claimed to be the first woman teacher at Chur
chill, but Florine Thibodeau says she was teaching at Umsaskis, and when
they moved the school to Churchill, she went to teach there. She didn’t like
Churchill as well as Umsaskis, so she did not sign her contract to teach
there the following year. That was when Helen Hamlin took over the school.
Many Moosetowners worked at, or near, Churchill Depot. They worked for
Ed LaCroix in the 1930’s. My brothers and cousins along with many other
men from town, worked for LaCroix at Little Pleasant Lake. Stories about
their experiences, and descriptions of Churchill Dam will be found later in
an oral history project that I am working on for the Department of Conserva
tion. It is fascinating to learn about the activities that were taking place so
many years ago.

Michaud Farm — 40’s
Sitting: Bertha Pelletier, Belle Gardner, Bob O’Leary, Dana Leslie, Maurine
Thibodeau, Beatrice O’Leary, Faye O’Leary. Standing: Clara Gardner, Deline
Pelletier, Laurette Pelletier, Tom Gardner and Mr. Michaud.
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J.T. Michaud and wife of Michaud Farm
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THE PELLETIERS
Not all Moosetowners were of Scotch-Irish, or English blood. Right in the
middle of this was a family of Pelletiers. They were not part of the Acadian
French migration, we do not believe, but there is no visible information
about their ancestors. Because they remained in Allagash, rather that settl
ing in one of the neighboring towns, we think they came from a different
place.
By talking with a former fish and wildlife warden, Leonard Pelletier, and
my sister-in-law, Gladys O’Leary, I learned that the family was started by a
14-year old boy. He and his parents had started to this area from southern
Maine in a horse and buggy. They got into an accident somewhere above
Bangor, and the parent were killed. The boy, Isaiah, continued on the trip.
He worked in a lumber camp in Canada for awhile, and then, eventually,
worked his way over to Allagash. He married a Hughes girl from Allagash
and the Pelletier family was established. His wife died in childbirth, so
young Isaiah married Mary Jane Hafford and they had 10 children.
Although they were not of Acadian stock, many of their children married
into that culture. An amazing fact about the family is that 3 of the sons, and
one of the daughters, married people from one family in St. Francis. Daniel
married Adeline Thibodeau, Nazaire married Louise Thibodeau, Thomas
married Edith Thibodeau, Matilda married Docite Thibodeau, William mar
ried Sophia Deschaine. Four of them married local people: Amanda married
Jack McBreairty, Mary Jane married Daniel Hafford, Susanne married Alvie
Casey, Dennis married Martha McBreairty, Melinda was never married.
We grew up with the Pelletiers. My brother, Bob married Albertine, the
daughter of Thomas Pelletier and my brother, Bert, married Gladys, the
daughter of Nazaire Pelletier. It used to seem strange to visit the Pelletier
homes in town. The fathers and their children spoke good English, but their
mothers spoke French most of the time. This was a way of preserving their
heritage.
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THE DEPRESSION YEARS
Growing up in Allagash was like growing up in pioneer days in this coun
try. We didn’t get electricity until 1951, and we are still waiting for cable TV.
I remember the first radio that was bought in town. Friends and neighbors
would gather around in the evenings and listen to Amos and Andy, The
Grand Old Opry, and all the radio favorites at that time. It was as good as a
circus to watch the old Moosetowners as they listened to a prize fight.
They’d keep inching closer to the radio, shaking their fists and yelling en
couragements to their favorite boxers. Once in awhile a punch would land
on a friend’s ear when the excitement really got going. No one seemed to
mind, though, because they were too interested in the outcome of the
round.
The radio was the alarm clock for our family, too. Uncle Tom would get
up, tune in to Blue Grass Roy, and turn the volume up. In no time the whole
household was awake.
Gabriel Heater was a popular news commentator in those days. One
could tell by the tone of his voice if the news would be good or bad. I
remember trembling with fear when I heard the news of the Far East. War
seemed imminent and I had 3 brothers and 5 cousins who were nearing the
right ages for military duty. The time did come when many of them did see
duty in foreign lands, but not until World War II.
Most Moosetowners like country and western music. The Grand Old Opry
was a favorite Saturday night program. Lulubelle and Skyland Scotty were
favorite singers along with Grandpa Jones and Roy Acuff.
Comedy shows such as Fibber McGee and Molly, Allen’s Alley, and Amos
and Andy helped to make the long winter evenings more bearable.
Although I was very young, I remember the great depression, or at least
the effects of it. I was living at Uncle Tom Gardner’s at the time along with
my 3 brothers, their 7 children, and Aunt Gladys’s brother, Ralph. Feeding
14 people wasn’t easy but Aunt Gladys was a very resourceful person and
we never went hungry.
We had 2 big gardens that all of us had to take care of. I remember
weeding the garden, fighting flies, and choking on smoke from the smudge
pot. I don’t know which was worse; the flies or the smoke that drove them
away. The smudge was usually made in an old metal pail with a hole cut
near the bottom to let air in for the fire. The fire was started with birch bark
and chips. The bark was excellent for starting fires, so we’d peel it off the
blocks of wood we had for our stoves. After the fire got a good start in the
pail, we put grass on top to make the smoke. This worked for awhile but
soon the grass would burn and we’d have to run for more.
Growing the vegetables was only the beginning. Besides getting enough
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to feed the family all summer, Aunt Gladys insisted on having at least a
hundred quarts of each vegetable canned for winter. Many hours were
spent cleaning and preparing vegetables. Even our neighbors helped. I can
remember that Merrill Bradford, our friendly neighborhood forest ranger,
helped on several occasions.
Our cellar was merely a hole dug into the earth under the floor of the kit
chen. Potatoes, turnips, and carrots were stored on the cool ground and
kept all winter. Just a wooden ladder, reaching down from a trapdoor in the
floor, was our means of getting at the winter food.
Aunt Gladys always kept cows for milk, cream, and butter. Uncle Tom
didn’t care much for the cows. He was away most of the time so the boys
had to clean up after the animals and feed them. Aunt Gladys did the milk
ing because she was afraid the boys wouldn't strip the cows enough. If milk
was left in the cow's bag, an infection could form and the precious milk
would be no good.
One day when it was time to tie the cows up in the barn, in preparation for
milking, all of the boys were away so Uncle Tom had to do the iob. He was a
little afraid of the animals and wanted me to keep the cows out while he tied
them up, one at a time. When cows are ready to be milked, they want to get
to their milking place as soon as possible. I couldn’t keep them outside of
the barn. As they charged into the barn Uncle Tom came out on the run and
climbed to the top of the manure pile. He wasn't very happy with me that
day, and he especially didn’t like it when I told the story to others.
Chicken was a major part of our diet. I remember having to help clean the
chickens in preparation for canning. I thought the smell of the hot feathers
was bad enough when the chickens were dipped into boiling water, but the
stench from the inside of the chickens remained with me for a long time.
However, the stews and pies made from the chickens tasted delicious and
sustained us well during the long winter months.
Another chore for the family during those lean years was berry-picking.
The land across the river from our house had been burned In a forest fire
and the whole area grew up in blueberry bushes. We had to pick enough
blueberries so Aunt Gladys could have her hundred quarts preserved. That
took a lot of berries because many of them were used for pies and puddings
throughout the picking season. Some of the boys in the family did not want
to pick berries. I used to think they got their kettles full awful quick until I
found out they were stuffing their pails with grass and just putting a few
berries on the top. When Aunt Gladys found out, the boys were given bigger
kettles and watched more closely.
When there was no regular work for the young men it was a hardship on
their families. I remember that government jobs were made available
through the WPA, Work Projects Administration. It was called "the bread
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line”. They repaired roads, such as the narrow guage, and filled in ruts on
the Michaud Inn Road. The Civilian Conservation Corps had a big camp at
Patten, Maine and many of the young men joined up in order to have jobs.
Uncle Ralph Mills and my brother, Bert, joined the CCC’s. They were young
and weren’t too happy to be away from Moosetown.
Out of these times came the ever-present Moosetown humor. One story
was that times were so hard one family had to keep a pig two years and
when they killed it, it was so thin they had to go to Wally Albert’s to get
some pork to cook it in.
Houses were never warm enough either. There’s a story about two
Moosetowners who bought a refrigerator, even though there was no elec
tricity in town. The ferry man thought that was strange. The next spring the
ferryman asked the men how they liked their refrigerator.
"Good,” replied one man. "We put everything off the table in it at night
and nothing froze.”
This story is a bit gross, but my cousin, Wilbur Gardner, liked to tell it. He
said one big family was so poor that the mother would tie a string to a piece
of pork and let one kid swallow it. Then she would pull it back up and give it
to the next one. Now, that’s poor!
Teachers in Allagash got their pay, while those in other towns had to de
pend on town orders for groceries at the local stores. In Allagash, the
teachers had to get an order from the superintendent and take it to the first
selectman for his signature. Then the teachers came back to the town
treasurer for their checks. That was fine but, once in awhile, the teachers
had to take their checks to Bangor, a distance of nearly 300 miles, to get
them signed by a wildlife manager before they could be cashed.
One year, at a state convention, one superintendent said that Allagash
was the only town that had money to pay their teachers. They had the lan
downers (lumber barons) to thank for that.
Growing up in Allagash during the depression wasn’t so bad. We had no
cars, so we walked. Today people are paying doctors to tell them to walk for
their health. We never had to lock a door, or worry about being highjacked
on a plane. We had plenty to eat and wear. Most of all, we had no money, so
we didn’t have to worry about it. What you don’t have you don’t lose.
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THE FERRY BOATS
Everybody who lived in Allagash and remembers the old ferry boats has a
favorite story to tell. When I was growing up the only means of crossing the
Allagash and St. John Rivers was by ferry boats. Even those boats were
useless during the times when the ice was breaking up in the spring and
when the rivers were freezing over in the fall. At those times the boat was
taken out of the rivers and people crossed in bateaux which ran by pulleys
on a wire cable. I remember crossing in a bateau while huge chunks of ice
were floating in the river. I was teaching school and had to cross the St.
John River everyday. Elbridge McBreairty was running the boat that year,
and I knew I was in competent hands, but I was always nervous in the
bateau.
The ferry on the Allagash River was run by Tom Pelletier and his sons.
They had a home right near the ferry landing. After lights out at night
anyone wanting to cross the river had to run the boat himself. This was no
easy matter because cables had to be wound up on spools on one end and
let loose on the other, this one often turning very fast. Even an experienced
boatman could get hurt if he wasn’t careful when releasing the cable to get
the boat started.
Many Moosetowners knew how to run the ferry and would cross the river
themselves in the night. The biggest problem occured when the boat was on
the wrong side of the river. Someone would have to swim across and bring
the boat back.
One time Lester Gardner was in a crowd that wanted to cross the river.
The boat was on the opposite side and Lester volunteered to go and get it. It
was in the spring during the log drive season and Lester planned to walk out
on the boom that was used to guide the logs on down the river. He wouldn’t
have very far to get from the end of the boom to the other side of the river.
However, feeling quite frisky and sure of himself, Lester began to jump
around and dance a bit on the boom logs. In the middle of his antics, Lester
lost his footing and fell into the water. A burst of laughter arose from the
spectators on the shore. Irritated from the laughter, and embarrassed from
his midnight dip, Lester simply swam to the opposite shore and walked
home leaving a very disappointed crew on the other side of the river.
Another time my sister, Bea, was with a group who came to the river and
found the ferry on the opposite shore. Someone had to swim for the boat. It
was early springtime, the water level was high and the temperature of the
water was very cold. The boys said it was too dangerous to try to swim
across the river and decided they would have to sleep in the car. Bea
became alarmed. She had no intentions of spending the night in the car.
She didn’t want Aunt Gladys to think she had stayed out all night with some
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boys. Having just completed a swimming and life-saving course the
previous summer, Bea decided to swim the river and get the boat. Before
the fellows could stop her, she pulled off her dress and jumped in. The
water was so cold and the current was so strong that she soon realized that
she couldn’t get to the other side. Just as she had given up and decided to
let the river take her, Bea’s foot touched bottom and she was swept ashore
on Gardner Island at the mouth of the river. Lull Pelletier, who owned a store
at the top of the hill, got a canoe, and he, along with one of the boys in the
car, got Bea back to shore. Later Lull quipped, “I've always wanted to see
Bea in her slip and I was too scared to look.”
An after thought about that incident. If Bea had made it safely to the
other side, she would have had no idea how to run the ferry boat back
across the river. Perhaps she would have done what Lester did — leave the
boys there and walk home.
Charlie Hafford told me about coming to the ferry one day and Tom warn
ed him to be back before dark if he wanted to cross the river. Charlie agreed
but did not get back to the ferry until 11:30 p.m. He drove on the boat and
started across the river. This was springtime again and logs were running in
the river. The boat came up on a jam of logs and was nearly torn apart. It
was very scary but Charlie finally got to the other side. The boat landed the
wrong way and Charlie had to drive off and back up the hill.
The hill on the east side of the river was narrow and steep, so one had to
be careful going down and getting on the ferry boat. Leo Pelletier told me
about some girls who came to the boat in a big, new Hudson car. They were
a bit inebriated and as they tried to get on the boat the left wheels missed
the apron and the car rolled over into the river. While Leo and his brothers
were attempting to rescue the screaming girls, some other Moosetowners
ran off with the left-over booze that they found in the rear of the car.
While I had him talking Leo told me this story. Leo was at the top of ferry
hill when Will Cunliffe, an old lumberman from Fort Kent, came along.
“I thought the old son-of-a-whore could drive,” said Leo, “so I jumped on
the running board and down the hill we went. The old fellow was driving so
fast that his front wheels hit the apron on the boat and blocked solid. He
backed up, gave the car some gas. The car was going so fast when it landed
on the boat that it tore off the spools (where the cables were wound) and
landed in the river on the other side of the boat.”
Leo was thrown out in the river and just as he was coming up out of the
water Cunliffe wriggled out of his car sputtering, “Where be I?”
Another Leo story was about Willard Jalbert Sr. Willard had a Model-T
Ford and it never could make it up ferry hill. The Pelletier boys used to push
Willard up the hill and he always promised to bring them a treat the next
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time he came. After Willard came a few more times, always forgetting the
treat, the boys decided to teach the old guy a lesson. They pushed Willard’s
Model-T half-way up the hill and held it there, threatening to let it go back
down the hill and into the river. After much pleading from Willard the boys
pushed the car on up the hill. On Willard’s next trip, the boys got their treat.
There is a story about John Casey who used to run the ferry boat. He
refused to run the boat on Sundays. He said he wasn’t sending his soul to
hell to save the souls of his neighbors who used the ferry to travel to, and
from, church.
Will Hughes had a four-cylinder car and the clutch was a problem. He had
to be careful letting the clutch out because the car would lurch forward. Will
always kept his left shoe off so he could get a better feel of the clutch. One
time he drove on the St. John River ferry and started to let up on the clutch.
The car started jerking. Will got excited, pumped the clutch and let up on it
too quick. The car took a big jump and off it went into the water.
Vin Jackson told me this one. When anyone would approach the ferry
boat he would start blowing his horn before he got there so the boatman
would wait for them. One day as Vin was driving off the boat he heard a horn
blowing. Will Hughes was coming with his Chevrolet and the car had no
brakes. As Vin was leaving the boat Will was trying to get his car stopped.
As Vin went by him, Will had his head out the window of the Chevrolet yell
ing, "Whoa.”
There is a story about a man who was afraid to go down the ferry hill and
get on the boat. He asked a Moosetowner to drive him down the hill. The
Moosetowner jumped in and went barreling down the hill. He didn’t make
the boat at all, but hit a huge rock on the riverbank.
"There, she’s down here," said the Moosetowner.
"Yes, but lord look at the shape she’s in," moaned the owner of the car.
Elmer Pelletier, originally from St. Francis, told this to my brother, Bob.
Everyone who knew Elmer well called him "Cun". Cun said he and Adrian
Nadeau came to Allagash one day after having tasted a bit of the brew.
They drove on the ferry boat, kept on going, and drove right off the other end
into the river. As Tom Pelletier, the ferryman, reached down and grabbed
Cun by the back of the neck he said, “Come here, Coon!”
The fall freeze-up and spring break-up were worrisome times for the
townsfolk. They always hoped a doctor would not be needed because there
were weeks when crossing the river was impossible. At those times mid
wives delivered babies and everyone helped if someone was ill. Plenty of
food had been stored because nobody was sure how long it would be before
safe passage across the river was possible.
A bridge was badly needed. Our state legislature finally passed a bill to
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build a bridge across the Allagash River. Ella Leidy, our representative, was
the person who worked the hardest for this piece of legislation. The bill was
passed in 1943, but the bridge was not completed until 1945. That first onelane wooden bridge was sure a welcome sight for our boys who were return
ing home from service in World War II. That first bridge has been replaced
by a steel one, but is still only one-lane. Another one has been built across
the St. John River, as well.
I have a story to tell about a couple of Moosetowners who visited us in
Waterville one fall. After asking them a lot of questions about back home I
asked, “Has the river frozen over yet?”
"Yes, but they’re still crossing on the bridge,” was the quick reply.
The bridges seemed to have solved most of the crossing problems, but
during ice-out in the spring, even the bridges take an unmerciful pounding
and have been moved off their piers at times. Mother Nature is unpredic
table and Moosetowners have learned to cope with her varying moods.
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THE PEDDLER WHO CAME TO STAY
Watching for a peddler’s truck to arrive was a momentous occasion when
I was a child. They usually had a truck with a large wooden box on the back
which was filled with the necessary staples plus candy, gum, and soda for
the children. When a truck stopped at a house, not only the mother, but all
of the children piled into the back to look things over.
Some of the earlier peddlers were John Byrum, Alphonse Roy, and Fred
Michaud. In the summer, peddlers came from as faraway as Old Town. One
of the peddlers that I remember was Saul Klein. He sold ladies’ dresses,
stockings, etc. He also bought deer hides in the fall.
Later, the regular peddlers that I remember were Wally Albert, Gerald Kel
ly, who peddled for Gilman Hartt, and Lawrence “Lull” Pelletier who peddl
ed for Trefflie Pelletier. I spent some time with Lull recently and he told me
about his time in Allagash.
Lull started peddling in 1935, and he continued to do so until he moved to
Allagash in 1940. He made two trips a week. There was no electricity in
town so he brought meat and hot dogs which was kept in ice boxes. When
the times came that trucks couldn’t cross the ferry because of the ice, the
folks in town would meet the peddlers down at the ferry landing and cross
their supplies in batteaux. Lull remembers Leverett Byram filling a
packsack with groceries and putting a 100-pound bag of flour across the
top. He carried that load on his back all the way from the river to Michaud
Inn, a distance of over three miles.
Lull loved little children. He told a story about one little boy who got on
the truck with a penny in his hand. "I don’t have any more penny candy,"
said Lull. “All I have is nickel bars.”
“Them will do,” smiled the little boy.
Hube Gardner got on the truck and was picking up some supplies. Lull
said, “I’ve got some pies and donuts, Hube.”
“Get out of here with your pisen donuts,” said Hube.
Another time Lull described a little fellow as “the cutest little boy with
just a pimple for a nose.” When Lull told the little fellow that there was no
candy left, the youngster had some very unkind words for the peddler.
The folks in Allagash were good to pay. Trefflie told Lull to let them have
credit. He said of Ephraim Hafford, “Give Eph anything he wants because
he’s good to pay.”
This was during depression times and a penny was worth something in
those days. Lull told me about selling something to Charlie Kelly in St. Fran
cis. “Wait a minute," said Lull. “I owe you a penny."
“Oh, keep it, son," said Charlie, “I was a poor man myself once.”
Lull never peddled for himself. It was always for Trefflie. They didn’t plow
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the roads in the winter so horses had to be used by the peddlers. Lull was
paid $6.00 a week in the summer and he wanted $12.00 in the winter. He got
the wages, but Trefflie wasn’t too happy. That spring when the roads open
ed up, Trefflie wouldn’t license his truck so Lull was out of work for a
month. Not one to wait around doing nothing, Lull called Harry Hasey and
got a franchise for a busline between Allagash and Fort Kent. Then he went
to Soucy’s store in Fort Kent and tried to get enough groceries for a store in
Allagash. Soucy wasn't interested in a store in Allagash, but he gave Lull
$68.00 worth of groceries, tobacco, soda, etc. Lull said, “My first sale was
to Mum. She bought a can of tomatoes, a pack of tabacco and a bottle of
vinegar. ”
In 1940, while he was waiting for his bus to come, Lull and Belle moved to
Allagash. He set up a store in a little red building on the Dave Jackson lot by
the Allagash Ferry. His first sale in Allagash was a can of pink salmon for
17 cents. He sold it on credit and never did get his pay for it. However that
was not an omen. Lull did very well while he was in town. He speaks very
well of the Allagash people.
Ralph Welch, a salesman for U.J. Hedrich, came up to get an order. Lull
had no money. He was still waiting for his bus.
Welch said, “You can pay as you sell. What’ll you have?”
“Set me up with everything you’ve got,” was Lull’s reply.
Welch sent up a whole van load of candy, cigarettes, gum, soda, gloves,
etc. Then Otis Munson came to the Allagash and he did the same thing with
groceries. Lull had so much stuff he didn’t know where to put it in the tiny
store. Deciding he needed more space Lull bought a bigger building and
gave the little store to Jim Connors. Jim sold it to Alf Hafford, and Alf sold it
to “Young” Aaron Jackson who made a house out of it.
Perhaps Lull got his new nickname at this time. The soda that he sold
was made by POPP Co. and the Moosetowners started calling Lull, Pop.
That name has stayed with Lull ever since.
With the need for more space Lull decided to buy the old Will Cunliffe
store from Lee Gardner. The old store was across the road from the Gardner
homestead and had to be moved in two parts. Everyone said Lull was crazy
to try to move such a large building, but he hired Mel McBreairty to come
with his truck and two flatbed trailers. They measured the posts in the
overloads and had 1 inch to spare. They had Lee Gardner Jr. sitting on top
of the building to lift up the telephone wires as they came up the road. The
two buildings were put on a 1 foot foundation and later a cellar was dug
beneath the store. That store burned a few years ago and Wilmer Hafford
has erected a new building on the same spot.
Pop told me about the people on the river. Everyone had canoes and
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motors. He told of lying in bed in the early morning and hearing a motor
start up in town. He’d jump out of bed thinking about how much money he
would make selling them 5 gallons of gas and a quart and a half of oil. Often
the canoe went right by and didn’t stop for anything.
Pop sold everything in his general store. His brother-in-law, Hal Dow said,
‘‘Before you came up here they were fishing with alder rods and Johnson
3's. Now they’ve got the best fishing outfits in the country."
Pop sold Royal motors and Old Town canoes. One summer he sold 39
canoes and 69 outboard motors. Tony Gardner still has one of those old
Royal motors. Pop had plenty of gas for motors during the war. (W. IV. II) He
got plenty of ration stamps because motors were used by the people for
their work, but he couldn’t give out much gas for pleasure cars. Pop spoke
of hearing the motors on the rivers from early spring until late fall. You don’t
hear many of them now.
When Pop decided to get his first bus, he had no money. He talked to
Emile Bourgoyne about it. Emile wanted to join in the venture, so he and
Pop went to the bank to try to borrow $1,000. Dave Garceau said they had to
have two endorsers. They got a couple of well-off farmers to sign their note,
but Garceau wanted them to have some of their own money to put down on
the loan. One of the farmers, Arthur Bourgoyne, asked Emile, “How much
money do you need, Emile?”
When Emile said they had to have $1,000, Arthur said, “Never mind the
bank. You can’t buy a bus for $1,000. Here’s $2,000. Pay me back when you
can."
So the Allagash-Fort Kent busline got underway. Their next bus cost
them $7600. They got the loan easily this time because Mitchell Pelletier, a
prominent Fort Kent businessman, went to bat for them. Pop and Belle had
to go to Boston to get the second bus. They had reservations on a plane
from Presque Isle and when they got to Bangor they were given 10 minutes
to get off the plane for coffee. Knowing Pop that was probably a long 10
minutes and when they got back to the plane their tickets had been sold to
someone else and there was no room left on the plane. Pop demanded his
money back and got it. Then he called his uncle, Harry Hasey. Harry came
down and got the Pelletiers on a night train to Boston with free meals and
everything.
When they got to North Station in Boston it was a rat race, everyone try
ing to get cabs. Pop and Belle got a cab but the driver tried to take them all
over the place until Pop told him he didn’t want to, so the cab driver got him
to his destination.
Coming out of Boston with the new bus wasn’t easy. Pop had no idea
where he was going and the bus had 10 different shifts. They got on a one
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way street the wrong way and were soon hailed by an old Irish cop. The cop
started scolding and Pop said, "Look, I'm lost. I’ve never been here before.
When you people come to Allagash and get lost on a hunting trip, we dig
you out of the woods, fill you full of beans, and put you to bed. Now you
want to put me in jail."
The big Irishman laughed. "Where do you want to go?"
"You take me to Route 1 and I'll give you any kind of fine you want," said
Pop.
The cop led them to the highway and they were all set. On the way a IV. W.
2 soldier was hitchhiking. Against Belle's protests Pop decided to give the
guy a ride. Pop asked the young man what he did for work before he went in
to the service. When the soldier said he drove a truck between Bangor and
Portland, Maine, Pop stopped the bus and let the fellow do the driving. Pop
and Belle will never forget that trip.
Pop stayed in Allagash for 23 years. By the time he left in 1963, he had
helped most of the townsfolk in one way or another. He helped Lee and I
buy our first home in town and gave us credit at his store when money was
scarce. Pop enjoyed the Moosetowners. He told me, "There’s no wit in the
world like the people of Allagash."
He said if Leo Pelletier had been a lawyer he would have been a good one.
When he mentioned Leo he thought of this story. It seems Pop and Fernaid
Henderson went into Rock's restaurant in Fort Kent for lunch. Pop told Fer
naid that he could read the menu on the wall but couldn’t see the prices.
"Geeze,” said Leo, who was sitting nearby. "I remember when you had
the store in Allagash you could see the buffalo on the side of a nickel all the
way across the St. John River.”
Pop’s busline closed long before he left Allagash. After the war when
people could buy gas they began to get their own cars. The store stayed
open until the Pelletiers left in 1963. Life wasn't all rosy for the Pelletiers
while in Allagash. They lost their 14-year-old son, Dale, in an accident on the
Michaud Farm road. Boze’s (Pop’s nickname for his son) death was a
tragedy that set the whole town reeling and we'll never forget that fateful
day.
When the Pelletiers left Allagash, they did not leave Moosetown com
pletely behind them. One of their daughters, Carol, married a Moosetowner,
Clarence Pelletier, and they just recently celebrated their 25th anniversary.
Nor have the Pelletiers forsaken their adopted town. Even though Pop has
suffered a couple of devastating heart attacks, in recent years, he has
always seemed to bounce back and his spirit has never been broken. He
and Belle come back to visit Moosetown, enjoy the programs put on by
Moosetowners, and often take midnight rides through the little town to see
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that all is well.
Pop was one person who peddled more than groceries and candy in our
town. He peddled laughter, sunshine, and happiness to all who knew him. I
knew him well.

"Lull” the Peddler

The Peddler’s Family
Lull Pelletier, Belle Pelletier, Dale, Carol and Mary
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FAIR GAME
In a silver pool by a rippling brook
A speckled trout abides,
We know he's there in splendor fair
But from the world he hides.
When twilight comes he starts to tease
The sportsman with his net,
He rises up and winks his eye
But no one’s caught him yet.

The graceful doe with her newborn calf
Is sly as sly can be.
All day she waits in shadowed glen
Where no human eye can see.
Ah, but at dusk she calmly comes
To pastures green with feed
She feels serene and fairly safe
Thinks we are gone, indeed.
Not so, the moose, he’s apt to come
Most any time of day
He struts around and looks at you
In a kingly sort of way.
Not graceful like the white-tailed doe
Not speckled like the trout
Majestic is the word for him
Of that there is no doubt.

— Faye 0. Hafford

One of Allagash’s greatest attractions is its abundance of wildlife.
Thousands of people from all over the world have traveled the Allagash
Wilderness Waterway hoping to see moose, deer, bear, or other smaller
game. For most of the canoeists, the trip is worthwhile. The animals are
there in all their splendor and the happy paddler goes home with beautiful
memories. Most of them would have pictures to remind them of their visit,
also.
Once in awhile we see a few disappointed people. One day I heard a
group of young people long before they came into view. Blaring music from
a tapeplayer announced their arrival. One of the canoeists complained, “I
thought we were going to see wildlife along the river. We never saw one
animal on our whole trip.”
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I don’t have to tell you why the animals ran and hid from such an un
familiar noise. People who bring barking dogs often miss out on wildlife
viewing, too.
It is interesting to note that the wildlife in our area has changed more
than the Moosetowner has over the years. When the first settlers came here
there was an abundance of moose and caribou. Roy Gardner’s grandfather
told of seeing whole herds of moose from the porch of his home at Nigger
Brook (now renamed Pelletier Brook). The animals were seen crossing the
mountain side south of Bolton Point.
Whether it was overkill, lack of food, or simply instinct, these large
animals disappeared from Allagash for many years. There were no moose
around when I was growing up. I saw my first moose in 1956. Lee and I were
taking our children for a ride on the Michaud Farm road and a small moose
ran out into the road in front of us. We were quite thrilled and couldn’t wait
to get back and tell our friends.
Since the 1950’s, the moose population in Allagash has grown steadily.
They became so plentiful that the state finally allowed an open season on
moose for hunters a few years ago. To make sure that the moose population
is not depleted, the season is restricted to only one week and iust a certain
number of hunters get moose licenses each year. The hunters are chosen
by a lottery system and allowed to hunt in only one of the various hunting
zones is Maine.
I was not in favor of a moose hunting season in Maine. There is no real
sport in the hunt.
My husband says, "It’s like killing a cow. ”
We were quite concerned during the first moose hunting season. There
had been a moose out in the field adjacent to our ranger cabin and we were
worried about him. He had been so much of a diversion for us. We watched
him all summer, but now he would be an easy target for any hunter driving
along the road.
"Old Crooked Horn", as we called him, had his early morning stroll just at
breakfast time. He got the name because of the peculiar shape of his
antlers. The left side of the rack was normal, but protruding from the right
side was a long pointed antler which curved down over his eye.
Old Crooked Horn did not show up in the field on that first day of hunting
season.
"Do you suppose they have shot him already?” I asked Lee, certain I
would never see our friend again.
"No, I didn’t hear any shots.” Lee assured me. "I hope he doesn’t come
out at all."
As each day of hunting season passed, we became more anxious. Old
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Crooked Horn was nowhere to be seen. We began to think that perhaps he
had been unlucky enough to stray into the path of a wily hunter’s bullet.
On Sunday morning, the day after the moose season closed, Lee called to
me, "Come see what’s in the field!”
Standing in the center of the field for all of us to see was Old Crooked
Horn. He tossed his head, looked at us, and seemed to say, "They didn’t get
me this time.”
We watched our friend for two more seasons. He was easy to recognize
because his horn grew out in that same awkward manner every year.
We haven’t seen him for a couple of years, and someone told us they
found a moose carcass fitting Old Crooked Horn’s description up near
Round Pond. He must have died of old age because he was too smart for
the hunters. No way were they going to put his deformed antlers on a wall in
some delighted hunter's trophy room.
Much to the delight of the paddlers, moose do not scare easily, and often
will not move when people go past them. One evening I went to my favorite
fishing spot and a bull moose was standing right where I wanted to fish. I
yelled at it, pounded on the side of the aluminum canoe, and slapped the
water with the paddle. All of this did no good. The moose just lifted up his
head, looked at us, and lowered his head back into the water. While he con
tinued to eat his dinner, we had to leave. There was no fishing for me that
evening.
A moose can be dangerous during their mating season in the fall. When
they start walking, they don’t let anything get in their way. Some folks startl
ed a big bull moose at the Michaud Farm landing and it raced right toward
their car. It jumped over the trunk and left footprints in the enamel on the
door. One always has to remember that these are wild animals and,
therefore, unpredictable.
THE BEAR
Another animal that was seldom seen while I was growing up was the
bear. I remember of one time when a nuisance bear was killed at the
Michaud Inn and the whole town got excited. Everyone had to go and see it,
because this was an unusual event. The bear had broken into the kitchen
and found some food. If a bear finds food anywhere he always comes back
for more. When he tried to break in the next night the folks were ready for
him. This was before the days of live bear traps which wardens now use for
transporting nuisance bears away from the affected area. The bear was
shot and I thought it was the biggest bear in the world.
Everyone in town was afraid of bears for awhile. One night, at Uncle Tom
Gardner’s, we got quite a scare. The folks were away and we had gone to
bed, but not to sleep. My cousin, Clara, and I were in one room, while my
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sister, Bea, and cousin, Belle were in the next room. There were no screens
on the windows, but the night was warm and one window was left wide
open. Just as we were settling down for the night, the Gardners’ big black
dog lumped in through the window scaring the wits out of Bea and Belle.
They were sure it was a bear. They dove under the bed covers while scream
ing for help. The poor old dog couldn’t imagine what happened. He ran to
our room to be comforted, but we screamed too. Once the boys of the family
were able to calm us down and explain that the intruder was lust a family
pet, we closed the windows and settled down for a hot, but undisturbed
sleep.
I never saw another bear until I came to work at Michaud Farm sixteen
years ago. At first we might see one in the road, but he would skedaddle in
to the woods so fast, you’d hardly know he was there. Like the moose, the
bear population in Allagash has been growing. They have been seen on the
campsites and near the houses in town. Campers have often thrown food
out to the bears and they returned for more. People have to be careful about
leaving garbage outside because that is a direct invitation for a bear to
come to lunch.
One evening I took some New Jersey friends for a ride, hoping they would
see some wildlife. We did see a small bear on the side of the road as we
passed. On our way back I decided to show my friends the gravesite of Joe
McKeal, an old lumberjack who died at Cunliffe Depot and was buried at the
spot of an old warden camp. I noticed that Rosie was not paying too much
attention to her tour guide. She was looking behind her and at the bushes
on each side of the road. She appeared very nervous.
"What’s the matter, Rosie?” I asked.
"Where did we see that sucker of a bear?” she wanted to know.
I had forgotten that city folks are not familiar with animal lore and the life
we lead In the woods. I never thought of that little bear again, but she had
spent the whole time worrying about it.
There is an open season on bear in the fall, but if the sightings mean
anything, we still have plenty of the animals around. Last year, for the first
time, they got into the cherry trees near our cabin and left them in
shambles. It’s one thing to eat our cherries and break down the branches,
but it’s downright inhospitable of them to leave their calling cards all
around the yard as they are passing through.
Generally a bear will run from you and is not too dangerous, but if it is
cornered, or if you get between a mother and her cub, watch out. Like any
mother a bear will protect her young in the only way she knows how. The
people who work in the woods respect the rights of the bear and leave them
alone.
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While I am writing about the bear I’ll tell you Uncle Tom Gardner's remedy
for getting rid of a bear. He was talking to one of his sports.
"When you’re in the woods and see a bear, just reach down and get some
human droppings and..”
“There now, Tom,” the sport protested. "Where would I get some human
droppings this far in the woods?"
"If you see a bear that close," replied Tom, “there’ll be some."
DEER
One of the most beautiful animals in our Allagash woods is the white
tailed deer. Unlike the bear and moose, the deer population is declining.
Over the years there have always been many of these quiet, gentle animals
around but they, too, have fallen prey to anxious hunters. Deer have been
shot not only in the fall season, but anytime of the year when a poacher
gets hungry for a venison dinner. Much of the deer’s feeding grounds have
been cut so lack of food is causing them to seek better grazing places.
In recent years the deer has picked up another enemy, the wily coyote. No
match for the light-footed coyote, many deer have been destroyed as they
try to get through the winter snows.
One year I watched a deer being chased by a coyote. When they got out
on the ice in the river, the deer lost its footing and fell. It lay on its stomach
with all four legs splayed out to the side. As it struggled to get up, the
coyote inched closer, getting ready for its kill. I called my neighbor to come
and help. We made a noise and the coyote ran away. The poor doe managad
to get to her feet and run to safety. One can find evidence in the woods and
along the logging roads where many deer were not so fortunate.
Despite the furious attempts to protect animals, their numbers seem to
be dwindling. One day, about 15 years ago, I saw twenty-one deer from the
porch of the ranger cabin. Now I’m lucky if I see one, or two.
COYOTE
There were no coyotes when I came to work at Michaud Farm, but they
have been arriving in increasing numbers to the Allagash area every year.
The first time a coyote howled near our cabin I was very frightened. It
seemed so close and the sound was not familiar. We thought it was a child
screaming, but when Lee went to look, nobody was around. As time went on
we heard the howling more and more. Finally one hugh coyote ventured
right into the yard. I was alone at the time and I thought it was a dog. Then I
noticed the pointed snout and realized that a coyote had come to call. I
stood very still on the porch and watched as he sniffed around the edge of
the lawn. He looked about a little then turned and walked away. Later I saw
him jumping in the grass in the lower field. Lee said he was looking for mice
for his lunch. That was three years ago and I’ve never had another coyote
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close by. However, there are times at dusk that I can hear such howling,
first on one side of the river, and then another, that I almost feel as if I am in
the center of a Jack London scenerio.
The usual animals, rabbits, foxes, beavers, otters, etc., have always been
around. The foxes went through a rabies epidemic a few years ago, and we
didn’t see too many of them for awhile. Now they seem to be making a com
eback.
The rabbit, or varying hare, is another prey of the coyote. I found only the
back legs and some entrails of a rabbit down at the landing one day. That
seemed to be evidence that a hungry coyote had been around.
Fishing is a favorite pastime for the Moosetowners. Some of them are so
adept at catching fish that they get their limit where no one else can. Trout
is the favorite fish of the Allagash and St. John rivers with togue and white
fish in the lakes. Salmon have been introduced into the St. John river in the
past year.
There is an over-abundance of chub in the local waters, a fact that drives
the angler a bit crazy at times. It’s quite disappointing to think you have a
big trout on your hook, only to find a fat, scaly chub has been fighting with
you for so long. Chub are edible but not many Moosetowners eat them. A
few folks of the older generation still like chub if caught in the cold waters
of early spring. They get very soft as the water warms up and they lose their
attractiveness.
The ruffled grouse is our game bird, along with a few woodcock, Canada
geese, and ducks. It's fun to watch the grouse when they bring out their
babies in the spring. You can see them dusting themselves along the sides
of the road, trying to get rid of the lice they have picked up while hatching.
Another unusual sight is to see a grouse with his tail feathers all spread
out. Lee said there is usually a female nearby when this happens. Once I
saw two males all ruffled up, the neck feathers forming rings much like the
ruffle of a clown’s costume. Their tail feathers, shaped like fans, gave them
a regal look as they prepared to do battle over a hen who watched from a
safer place near the road.
There are many species of birds in our area. Some of them come, and go,
like the evening grosbeaks that arrived in droves a few years ago. We called
them "suicide birds” because they stayed in the roads and cars ran over
them. They wouldn’t move when the automobile came along, and they were
killed on the spot. A few of the grosbeaks arrived this year, stayed a very
short time, and then moved on.
We had a pair of scarlet tanagers drop in for a visit one year but they
never came back. Even a few seagulls have joined our menagerie and act as
if they belong here.
Most of us in Allagash are proud of our wildlife and would like to see it
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preserved. We do have a few people who will shoot an animal iust for the
sport of it, and then they leave it right there to go to waste. Moose carcass
have been found with just one quarter of the meat taken and the rest left to
the elements.
I grew up in the depression days when animals were poached and killed
to feed large families, but none of the meat was ever wasted. I'm sure even
the game wardens in those days knew the precious meat was needed to
sustain a healthy diet in such trying times. It would seem foolhardy to try to
deplete our wildlife population now. God help us, but we could be In just
such a situation again when a good fry of meat might mean the difference
between life and death.
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TALL, AND NOT SO TALL, TALES
Moosetowners are famous for telling tall tales and just plain humorous
stories. Newcomers to the town believe everything they hear for awhile.
Even those who are familiar with the roguish shenanigans of the townsfolk
are never quite sure if they should believe what they have heard. I’d like to
devote this chapter to the story-telling prowess of the Moosetowner.
Henry Taylor, an old game warden, guide, and sportsman, used to tell this
story. He was guiding a party and they were watching a squirrel swimming
in the water. All of a sudden the squirrel disappeared. Henry told his sport
to cast his hook right in the water where the squirrel went down. Sure
enough! The happy angler caught a beautiful 4-pound trout. When they
opened up the fish the squirrel was in its belly.
Wilbur Gardner loved to tell these wild stories. He said that one summer a
bear started chasing him. He ran and he ran but the bear stayed right at his
heels. Finally, Wilbur ran out on the board ice, stepped aside, and the bear
slid off the ice into the river.
“Wait a minute, Wilbur," said his listener. “You said this took place in the
summer. How can you have board ice then?”
“You can’t,” said Wilbur. “That bear chased me all summer.”
My brother, Bob, used to tell his sports this story. He was telling them
how big the mosquitoes were in Allagash. He said, “One landed on the run
way on Loring Air Force Base and they pumped 40 gallons of high-octane
gas into it before they found out it wasn’t a P-38."
This story has been told many times so my version may be a little dif
ferent from others, but the idea is the same. It seems that a salesman came
to the house of one of the early Allagash settlers and tried to sell them
some flea powder. He was trying to convince the lady of the house to buy
his product. He explained that it was good for all sorts of pests.
“Joe, ” the lady said to her son, "go upstairs and get me a bedbug.”
The boy ran upstairs and was back immediately with a big, fat bedbug.
His mother placed the bug on the table and nodded to the salesman. “Try
your stuff on that,” she said.
The salesman sprayed the bug and waited. The bug kept moving around
the table. The salesman sprayed again, and again. Still the bug kept up its
merry pace around the table.
“There I knew that stuff was no good," growled the woman. “Here, Joe,
take this bug back up where you found him. ”
Uncle Tom Gardner had a dog that liked to eat grasshoppers. One day the
dog ate so many grasshoppers that he left his droppings all over the kitchen
floor. This didn’t bother Tom one bit because he just opened the kitchen
door and the droppings hopped right outside.
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Jim Connors told this story at a meeting one night. He said a group of
fellows went duck hunting together every year. It seems one of the old
fellows like to imbibe a bit too much and would get noisy at times and scare
the ducks. One year there was much discussion as to whether they should
take this fellow with them, or not. They finally agreed to take him but they
would put him in a blind all by himself, far enough away from the others so
he couldn’t spoil the others’ chances for getting some ducks.
After everything was all set up and the hunters sat patiently waiting, they
saw one lone duck flying over their alcoholic friend. A shot rang out, and the
duck fell. The hunters were amazed that their friend had such good aim.
When they asked him about it, he said, “It was easy to do that”, said the
drunk.” I just saw the whole flock and aimed right in the middle of it."
My favorite tall tale is in every book I write. Uncle Tom Gardner was talk
ing about poling a canoe up the river before the outboard motor came
about. He bragged to an evangelist that he could pole a canoe so fast you
could see pole holes in the water behind the canoe.
Somewhat skeptical of that story, the evangelist asked Fred Hafford
about it. “That’s true!" Fred replied. “I was right behind him and I used the
same holes.”
The Allagash folks were quite religious and didn’t believe in dancing on
Sunday. There was a place where they danced on Sunday and a man came
in and started to dance. A woman was there with a little baby. When the
woman passed the man, the baby went into convulsions. Then they noticed
that the man had claws for hands. That stopped the dancing.
They had a pig at Michaud Farm that wouldn’t stay in the pen. They wrap
ped a heavy boom chain around its neck so it couldn’t go anywhere. A
towboat was anchored in the river nearby and the cook on the boat threw
some potato peelings into the river. The chain was so heavy that the pig
couldn't swim. He wanted the peelings so he walked on the bottom of the
river, went under the boat, got the peelings and walked back to shore.
Uncle Tom Gardner told a story about George McKinnon crossing Finley
Bogan with a pair of oxen. A big trout got caught in the neck yoke of the ox
en and it was so strong, it pulled the oxen out into the river where they
drowned.
This one came from Elmer Hafford. It seems some men were cutting
lumber on the top of a very steep hill. It was so cold one of the men was
wearing a sheep-lined coat with a hood. When the cook at the bottom of the
hill called them to dinner, they pulled the hood up on their friend’s head,
threw him on the ground, jumped on him and had a great ride down the hill.
Lee Hafford said his father told him about wearing hand-knit woolen
union suits when he worked in the woods. The lice, that was prevalent in
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every lumber camp in those days, would work their way through the wool
and bite the wearer. When he couldn’t stand it any longer the Moosetowner
would take off the unionsuit and turn it wrong-side out. It would take the
lice three days to find out where the man went.
There’s a story of a Canadian who went to work in the woods one winter
and didn’t have any warm clothes. The boss outfitted him with a new union
suit, heavy pants, and a woolen shirt. The man wore the outfit all winter. He
was still wearing it when he reported for work the following season. By
then, his clothes were in such bad shape that the boss gave him another
outfit. The Canadian pulled the new outfit right on over the old one. He wore
this new outfit so long that when he died the hairs on his chest had grown
right through both unionsuits. They had to cut the clothes off him with a
hunting knife.
There was a French fellow who worked in the lumber camps most of his
life. Baked beans was one of the main dishes that was often served in the
camps. This fellow was coming out to town after spending many months in
the woods. He couldn’t wait to have one of his wife’s delicious homecooked meals.
That night as he sat down at the table, his wife placed a steaming dish of
baked beans on the table in front of him. Quite disappointed the fellow lean
ed over the dish and said, "Well, hullo bean! Where’d you pass me on de
toteroad?”
In the early days some Canadians ran away from serving in the military
service and came up to northern Maine to hide. Canadian officials used to
come looking for the aliens. One woman, who was here illegally, also, heard
the officials were coming and she crawled into a hollow log to keep from be
ing seen. She couldn’t get out of the log. Since nobody knew she was in the
log, she died in a prison of her own making.
They tell a story about two old Moostowners who made a log canoe
together. Then they got in a fight over it. One of the men cut the canoe in
two pieces and each was to have half. That settled the fight.
Ella Gardner told Darrel McBreairty about an old man from Nova Scotia,
Alex McGilvery. He got in a fight with another man in a towboat on the St.
John River. Frank Taggett tried to separate them. He had to push them
down under the water before he could get them stopped.
Men were awful strong in those old days. Just a few days before he died,
Bill McDucy, a friend of Alex’s, overheard someone say that he was too old
and crippled to be on a log drive. Bill exercised his hands and body and
became more supple. Later while walking by the man who talked about him,
Bill hit the man in the face and knocked him out.
Yes, Moosetowners like to tell stories. Many of them are funny and many
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are sad. Story telling has been handed down through the generations. Often
it was the only way of preserving our heritage. Many of the early settlers
could not read but they could certainly tell an interesting story. Their sense
of humor has sustained them through the years when times were tough. No
matter what has happened over the years, the Moostowner’s personality
has remained constant. An ability to help people through love and laughter
is something, a special talent, that many in this little community will always
hold dear.
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ON MY DAUGHTER’S WEDDING DAY
A million thoughts go through my mind
On this bright September morn,
Another day - another place
My little child was born.
A baby girl with curly hair
A playmate for her brother
And she became the pride and joy
Of both her dad and mother.
Then she grew up and went to school
A teacher she became
She did her best till illness struck
Then life was not the same.
The doctor shook his wise old head,
“Tis lupus that she's got,
It can’t be cured, but can be held.”
A battle to be fought.
Depressing days and lonely nights
Moved slowly year by year,
Until one day she met a man
Her problems he did hear.
“Snap out of it!" he must have said,
“Life’s precious moments spend,
We’ve lots of time to do the things
That every day will send.
Her birthday came, she got a ring
A diamond shining bright,
They made a promise they would share
Most everything in sight.
And so today they will be wed
We’ve gathered round to see
That her first day of wedded bliss
Is nice as nice can be.
— Faye O. Hafford
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MOOSETOWN WEDDING
The day my daughter, Randi, told us that she and Bryan Jandreau were
getting married was a happy one for all of us. I began to plan a big wedding
when Randi interrupted me.
“Now, Mum,” she said, “no big plans. We’re fust going to get married
with Donna and Paul as attendants, and then we’ll have a simple little gettogether here on our back lawn. Just the immediate family. Maybe 30 peo
ple."
I was dumbfounded. How could I let my only daughter get married
without a big party? I soon found out that Bryan’s parents, Pat and Eldina
Jandreau, felt the same way. My brother, Bob, said, “Tell Randi if they don’t
have a party, we’ll have one without them.”
Yielding to the pressures of many more family members, the couple final
ly gave in and told us to go ahead.
I thought, as parents of the bride, that we were responsible for the whole
affair. In any other town, but Allagash, that may be true. But here is how
these Moosetowners whom I have been writing about, take over and put on
a wedding that you will never forget.
Lee and I were still at work on the Allagash Wilderness Waterway, so the
first thing that happened was an offer from my niece, Colleen McBreairty.
She came to the ranger cabin and asked, "Can I take care of the food for
you? I’ll see that there is plenty there.”
“I thought we had to do all that,” I said. "I know that Charlie Ouellette
and Bryan are seeing about the beans and rolls".
“Oh, no,” Colleen replied. “Everyone wants to help. Don’t worry about it.”
And everybody did! My sister-in-law, Gladys O’Leary, and her daughter,
Mary, both artists in their own right, made the beautiful wedding cake.
Delores and Johnny O’Leary took still pictures and a video of the wedding
and reception. The cake and pictures were gifts to the bridal couple.
Since the newly-weds were not going on a honeymoon until later, Roy and
Maude Gardner donated a cabin for the happy pair to spend their first night
away from everyone. Ruth Gardner decorated the cabin with flowers and
Roy made a little fire in the stove, insuring that the love nest would be warm
and toasty.
The wedding reception, planned for September 17, was to be held in our
back yard. Because of Randi’s lupus and the dangers from the sun’s rays,
she cannot be outside in direct sunlight until 4 p.m. We had to worry about
rain or cold weather. We made plans to see that our party wasn’t spoiled.
Mike, our son, brought a huge tent from the National Guard to be used as a
back-up, if we should need it. He also supplied us with tables and chairs —
enough to surround the whole back lawn.
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I don’t know how those Moosetowners did it, but Saturday, September 17,
couldn't have been more beautiful. It was a warm and balmy fall day and we
had plenty of time for a party and a big meal before it got too dark.
Wanting to make the party as festive as possible, we decided to put up a
few decorations outside. Early in the morning Vicki Hafford (my daughterin-law), Mary Jackson, Todd Puckett, and my sister, Bea, went to work. I sup
plied the materials and they did the decorating. They decorated the
breezeway with streamers and bells. They put streamers and balloons
along the building and around the cake table. Colleen and her sister,
Rachael, arrived and took care of the bride’s table, adorning it with flowers
and candles. Beautiful streamers ringed the yard from tree-to-tree, giving
the whole area a very festive look.
Mike, Lee, Rex McBreairty, Manda Jackson and my grandchildren, Dean
and Brooke, set up the tables and chairs. Eldina and Pat came to offer their
help as well. They loaned us tables, helped to pay expenses, and provided
much of the food.
A bar was set up in the garage and Mike served our guests for a time.
Later Cynthia Harvey and Pam Gardner took over so Mike was free to have a
little fun. Although there was plenty of booze available not too much was
consumed, because everyone was too busy visiting with friends and
relatives.
Food came in from everywhere. Folks from Allagash, St. Francis, and
Fort Kent brought the greatest array of appetizing dishes that I’ve ever seen
at any party. People kept calling and asking what they could bring to the
party. Here is what we had on the menu: baked beans, hot rolls, turkey, ham,
meat balls, potato salads, pasta salads, cole slaws, fruit salads, molded
salads, squares, cakes, cookies, peanut butter balls, potato chips, pickles,
coffee, tea, punch.
I know we fed over 300 people and we could have fed fifty more. I can’t list
everyone who brought food, but I was certainly thankful to each and all.
We needed lots of help to serve so much food and I had plenty of good
help. My sister, Bea, Clara McBreairty, Glenda Kelly, Penny Kelly, Maude
Gardner, and Todd Puckett took over the tremendous task. Although I was
supposed to be sitting at the bride’s table, I spent most of my time serving
food and answering questions. I was so busy that I didn’t realize how many
people were at the reception. When I saw all the cars on the video tape later,
I couldn’t believe it.
True to Moosetown tradition, we had our hometown musicians on tap.
Earl and Jimmy Kelly, Clayton Jackson, Lawrence Pelletier, Charlie
Ouellette, Myra Pelletier, Eugene Kinney and John Connors played fiddles
and guitars until it got too dark and cold. Many of our old songs were sung. I
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did manage to stop long enough to hear Clayton Jackson sing my favorite
song, "Whispering Pines”.
Other singers joined the group. Doug McBreairty, who came all the way
from New Hampshire for the wedding, is a favorite with the Moosetowners.
Doug is a former Allagash boy who spends much of his vacation time back
in his hometown. He has a good voice and always has to sing for us when
we get him to a party. Before the evening was over nearly everyone was
singing.
The reception was a success. One of my biggest worries was of
something happening to our guests before they got home. Of course, I
should have known our Moosetown friends would take care of that, also.
Non-drinkers, Wilmer Hafford and Ronnie Pelletier stayed until the end to
see that everybody had a safe ride home. I guess you would call them selfappointed designated drivers, because they didn’t have to be asked. The
folks from out of town all had someone to drive for them.
Two small incidents marred the whole day’s activities. A bench broke on
one of the tables and Charlie Hafford suffered a pretty good bruise on his
leg. Another guest, who refused a ride home by a designated driver, drove
his truck home, into the driveway and smack into the back of his wife’s car.
Along with all the local folks, we had guests from Connecticut, Ohio, New
Hampshire, and all over the state of Maine. Telephone calls came in from
former Moosetowners in Mobile, Alabama and New Milford, Connecticut.
An old friend from Brunswick, Maine called with his congratulations, also.
They could hear the music and laughter and wished they could be here to
join us.
In these days of early weddings and quickie divorces, one never knows
how long a marriage will last. If our Moosetown wedding helped to make the
happy couple realize how much they are loved, and how much luck they are
wished for the future, it was certainly worth all the effort. Thank you, my
friends.

Randi and Bryan Jandreau
Wedding Reception
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ON DEATH AND DYING
"No body could be properly buried till all attempts to wake it had been
made. And those attempts were made with loud music, stomping dances,
and general rowdiness. But there was a love in it all, a love that reached out
to the spirit of the departed and begged it to return for one last toast.”
This quote was taken from Emerald’s Hope, a book by Joyce Carlow. She
was writing about an Irish wake which often lasted several days. Such
wakes were held in the hopes that the deceased would wake up. If nothing
happened, then the deceased would be given a decent burial.
I was introduced to Irish wakes at a very early age. The noise had been
toned down but the wakes lasted for at least three days. My father died
when I was a year old, a victim of typhoid fever, and my mother passed away
from an infection when I was four. I lost a dear aunt shortly after that, and
when I came to Allagash to live with my cousins, their grandfather died
within a few days. Later when I went to high school in Fort Fairfield, I stayed
with another aunt and uncle. Within a year he died and left a young widow
with four small children.
Being of Irish descent and steeped in the multitude of superstitions that
had been passed down to us from generation to generation, I began to think
that I was bad luck to all my benefactors.
My early impressions of death included a lot of weeping, many people,
with faces wreathed in anguish, mulling around the house, lots of food, and
a flower-draped casket in a somber room, dimly lit by flickering candles.
My best reflection of my mother is seeing her pale, waxen face, with her
beautiful brown eyes closed as if In sleep. Her hair was neatly arranged on a
lace-trimmed pillow and her loving hands were folded across her breast.
She looked lovely and I wished I could wake her and stop all the moaning
and crying. To this day I attend very few funerals, and only If I really think I
should.
I mentioned before about Irish superstitions. Many of them had to do with
death, and are still believed by many of the descendents today. Three short
raps on a door, wall, or any hard surface was a sincere warning of impen
ding death, or doom. A hearse stopping in front of your house, or a dream of
someone who is deceased would do the same. An unexplained flash of
light, or ball of fire, as many of the old folks described it, was greatly feared.
There is a story about a child who died up at the Bishop place up on the
St. John River. The folks were carrying it along in a casket when they came
to a place called "Long Reach of Road”. There the folks saw a light moving
along the road. When they stopped the light stopped, and when they moved
the light moved, too. There never was any explanation of that light.
Dreaming of a small helpless infant was bad news, and if one heard a tree
fall in the forest, he was sure to hear of the death of a friend, or loved one.
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Some people claimed to have seen our Lord’s face, or hands, glowing on a
darkened wall and, once again, they had a warning that something terrible
was about to happen.
The Irish were great story tellers and many of the tales were frightening
and left lasting impressions on little ones. I remember one woman who was
visiting her uncle in a strange house. When her baby awoke, she wouldn’t
go upstairs alone to get the child. There was absolutely no reason for her to
have this unnatural fear of a house she knew nothing about.
One of my first homes in Allagash, after I was married, had belonged to a
man who was unhappy and depressed. He shot himself in the woodshed in
back of the house. Because of the unfortunate incident, some of my
neighbors were afraid to visit me in that house. A lady who worked for me
would not go out back to hang out the laundry. I would do it after I came
home from work. I used to tell folks that the man had a choice when he left
this world, and there was no danger of his returning to bother them.
There are so many stories of untimely deaths and funerals in the early
days of Allagash. There is the story of Jonathan, “Joe” Moir, and his wife,
Sarah, who lost 6 of their ten children to diptheria in one week. They were
buried at Bolton Point which is now the Allagash Municipal Cemetery. What
a sad household that must have been!
Another terrible story is about the death of one of the early settlers,
Henry Hughes, in 1853. He had taken his children across the St. John River
to what was then called Little Black. As he turned back across the river, the
ice broke and Henry, his horse, and sleigh disappeared down into the freez
ing waters while his horrified little children watched the accident from the
riverbank. His body was found near the Ledges in New Brunswick, Canada,
later in the spring. That memory must have stayed with those poor children
for the rest of their lives.
Many folks in Allagash are afraid of thunder and lightning. Some of that
was caused by superstition, but the death of Robert McBreairty in 1913 did
not help to allay their fears. Robert had taken Archie LaChance down to his
cabin “at the foot’’ of Seven Islands. LaChance said he heard Rob fire a
shot after he left the cabin. He had been carrying a 38 calibar revolver.
The lightning hit the body where the gun was and killed him. His left side
was burned, his left sleeve was torn, and his mustache was singed. The
lightning went down his leg and burned a hole in his shoe. Those same
shoes were in the attic of a home in town for many years — proof that such
a thing did happen.
In the early days, when someone in Allagash passed away, the body was
washed by the ladies and wrapped in grave clothes, “shrouds”, which were
made at home. Darrel McBreairty, in his book, Conversations with A’nt Ev,
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tells about Aunt Anne Kelly making these clothes on her sewing machine.
They were made of white cotton with delicate lace around the bottom and
the sleeves. A cloth was placed over the face of the deceased. Until a proper
casket could be made, the body was placed over two flour barrels which
were draped with white sheets. No flowers adorned the homemade coffin.
After better transportation facilities were established, the body of a
deceased was taken to the nearest funeral director for embalming. When
the process was over, the body was taken home for a proper mourning
period, or wake. During that time relatives and friends gathered together,
each one bringing food to help the family during the 3-day period. Someone
was in constant attendance with the body day and night. Although it was a
sad time, it was often the only time that faraway relatives and friends came
back to Allagash. There would be much reminiscing, renewing of relation
ships, and story-telling. An Allagash lady who lives near Bangor says she
always goes to the local funeral parlor when someone with an Allagash sur
name dies. She knows if the deceased had relatives in Allagash, some of
them would be at the wake. She hopes to see someone she knows, or hopes
to hear news from back home. Once a Moosetowner, always a
Moosetowner.
A story Is told of two brothers who were waking their dear, departed
father when a discussion started about embalming of bodies. Someone
mentioned about how the morticians sometimes slit the back of a jacket so
it would be easier to fit on the body. The two men, who had spent their hardearned money to buy their dad a decent funeral suit, were horrified. That
had better not be true of their dad’s jacket! Other people in the room joined
in the discussion and repeated the fact about slitting the back of burial
clothes.
Getting quite frustrated, the brothers decided there was only one way to
find out. Much to the astonishment of the other mourners, the brothers mar
ched over to the flower-draped casket and pulled the body up into a sitting
position. Sure enough, there was a nice, clean slit from the hem to the
shoulders of the brand new jacket. You can be sure the guilty mortician
heard from those two Moosetowners after the funeral.
By the time the three days of the wake were over, and the burial com
pleted, everyone was relieved. You see, by this time, all the tears had been
shed, the stories had been told, the food had been eaten, the nerves had
been shattered, and the corpse was beginning to lose its sheen, as one who
has had a face-lift too long ago and was badly in need of another.
Until just a few years ago, bodies were buried at any time of the year. All
of the friends and neighbors helped to dig the graves which was no easy
matter in winter time. Now we have vaults in the cemetery, so if someone
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dies in winter, the commital services and burials are carried on after the
frost leaves the ground in the spring.
The development of the funeral parlor has almost made the Irish wake a
thing of the past. Wakes are never held at home anymore. The nearest
funeral parlor is thirty miles from Allagash and, although it is a hardship to
be so far away from the body, the whole process is easier on the family. At
one time there were two funeral parlors in nearby St. Francis, but they clos
ed due to lack of business.
That reminds me of a story. This is about an old Moosetowner back in the
horse-and-buggy days. He said he would buy a nice funeral wagon and a
pair of black horses, but “the Moosetowners were so God-damned stubborn
there wouldn’t be another son-of-a-whore die for a hundred years.”
When I think of my first visit to a funeral parlor, I still get cold chills. It
seemed so inhuman to leave the body all alone. Even my young son, who
had seen a few Irish wakes, asked, “Are we going to leave him here all
alone?" It was the funeral of one of his favorite uncles.
Going from one extreme to another, the mourners at a funeral, and later
at the home of the deceased, now speak in muted tones, almost a whisper. I
remember my sister-in-law’s asking me about this after we had spent
several hours paying our respects to a loved one.
“Why do they whisper all the time?” she said. “I couldn’t hear a gol-darn
thing they were saying."
We had forgotten she was losing her hearing and really couldn’t hear the
stories. We had a good laugh with her and felt more relaxed than we had all
day.
For a time the Allagash folks would still hold these abbreviated wakes at
funeral parlors for at least two nights. But times are changing, and funeral
arrangements are getting more expensive. You see more and more folks
holding wakes only one night with a time for viewing on the day of the
funeral. It really doesn’t matter how long the wake is held because, knowing
the true Moosetowner, it wouldn’t take three days for him to come back
from the dead. He’d be there in a minute. Just playing a little stomping
music would do the trick.

- 79 -

SALUTE TO ALLAGASH
I have asked some other folks to write the last chapter of this book. The
following exerpts are from people who are connected with Moosetown in
one form, or another. Either they have moved away, moved away and return
ed, or have become interested in our town for various reasons.

“I wish I could have offered those kids at Cross rock more, and better,
teaching materials, better teacher training and broader teaching ex
perience...! had a beautiful walk through the woods, across the brook, and
along the river. Every day looked different. Like it? I went back to teach
seven more years in Allagash. I wouldn’t exchange it for a year in
college...After 32 years I still wake up listening for the waters of the St. John
River rushing over and around big, gray Cross Rock.”
— Dawn Sylvester Moirs
East Corinth, Maine
“After leaving Allagash quite a few years ago, there was never any ques
tion in my mind but that we’d be back when I retired. While working in New
Hampshire, Tina and I spent all our vacations and most of our long
weekends in Allagash. When our coworkers headed south, we came north.
There have been a lot of changes, some I don’t like such as, clear-cutting,
coyotes, etc. There are a lot more people on the river nowdays, but the
fishing is still good, and the people still friendly. I have been fortunate to
work part-time for Bob Jr. and Lois transporting canoes and people to the
headwaters and points along the river. Talking to these people, and realiz
ing for some of them, it is a one-time trip, I consider myself very lucky that I
was practically raised on the river and enjoyed it for many years.
Although I live in St. Francis, we will always call Allagash home."
—Bob O’Leary, Sr.
St. Francis, Maine

“My feel of feelings for a place have never been more tangible than the
ones I have for Allagash. Even though having no real connections to the
Allagash before my marriage to a Moosetowner, I now sometimes feel I also
married a part of the little town. After the week’s work, the ride and weekend
visit is something I can’t wait for. The busy heartbeat and filled calendar are
put on the back shelf.
“It’s not only the kindness of family and friends, it’s trees and trees and
trees, narrow roads and even bumblebees. The changes in me from my
working week to my weekends in Allagash is unbelievable. That same ner
vous person totally changes to a calm and relaxed state. Allagash, to me, is
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my relaxing place to go. In such a short time it’s come to be like home."
— Bryan Jandreau
Fort Kent, Maine

"When I think of Allagash, one word comes strongly to my mind, HOME. I
have vivid memories of Allagash in the fall, just before the leaves fell. The
colors on the trees were just magnificent. Allagash also brings thoughts of
waking up in the mornings to the sound of the river rushing. I remember
mornings when I would wake up and go outside to gather berries to put on
our breakfast pancakes."
— Garold Hafford
Mobile, Alabama

"Our roots are here. Our good days were our younger days. We have
relatives and friends here. I have a camp here where I can completely relax.
In Fort Fairfield I have trailer trucks waking me up at 4 o’clock in the morn
ing. At my camp we can sleep as late as we like; that is, if we don't happen
to have a moose hooking on our doorstep."
“The town has changed a lot since we were young. We used to get a mess
of trout in Pocwock in no time at all. Now the lumber companies have clear
cut so much that the streams and rivers are full of silt. The fishing is spoil
ed. They tear up the roads, too, and don’t fix them.”
— Vin Jackson
Fort Fairfield, Maine
“I like the country. There’s very few places like it. The people have such a
good time. Where else would they take you in and put up with you for a
week? We get the best home-cooked food here.
“We’ve done a lot of snowmobiling and we just had the best trip we’ve
ever had. The trails are great. They’re well groomed and marked.”
— Douglas McBreairty
Candia, New Hampshire

“I’ve felt something quite spiritual about Allagash; a natural communion
with God and nature there. I don’t know how one can help but feel inspired
and energized by such a natural, clean, and unspoiled environment. I'll
never forget the canoe trip I took there in 1981 on the Allagash River and
again in 1988 on the St. Francis River to Glazier Lake. I can still close my
eyes and see it all — the moose and the deer, the ducks and the birds, and
the jumping fish. I can still hear the quiet flow of the river, the noisy splash
of the falls, and the canoe rippling through the smooth surface of the lake.
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All these pictures come to my mind when I think of Allagash. I’ve always im
agined that there was a place like this in heaven.
"On the other hand, I feel that in Allagash, as in most small remote
towns, one’s choices are terribly limited — professionally, recreationally,
socially, etc. The environment dictates what one can, or cannot do, in most
areas of their life. The main thing I appreciate about large cities, like Los
Angeles, is the wide variety of choices that they offer.
“And, last, but by no means least, I’m proud that my roots are in Allagash
— proud of my good friends and relatives there — particularly my own fami
ly whose love and support I’ve felt strongly throughout the years and across
the miles. If, after being gone for nearly 25 years, I am still worthy of the ti
tle, “Moosetowner”, I accept with honor. I will always have a little of
Allagash on my mind and a lot of it in my heart — treasured memories to
take with me into eternity.”
— Woody McBreairty
Los Angeles, California

Allagash and what it means to me? That is a question I’ve asked myself
many times over the years. I have very few childhood memories of living
there because my family moved away when I was six. Return weekends and
holiday visits made it such a magical place. Everyone would be happy to
see us and family gatherings occurred every evening. Times of fun,
laughter, and telling of tall tales were numerous.
Seventeen years after leaving, we found ourselves moving back. After the
initial welcoming festivities, the little town settled back into everyday ex
istence. “Humph, pretty much like living anywhere else,” I told myself. “Or,
was it?"
No. There you can visit any home in town without phoning first. You are
welcome to go in, sit down, eat, spend as much time as you wish, even
spend the night if the circumstances warrant it. That certainly didn’t hap
pen anywhere else I’d lived during the past 17 years.
If at some point you need to see a friendly face, iust take a drive through
town. Wave to anyone you meet and it will be returned by a smile as big as
Texas. If your car runs out of gas, don’t worry. Someone will be along soon
to stop and help you out as well as give you some advice on how not to let
that sort of thing happen again.
Lost a loved one and feeling so alone, never fear. The people of that little
town will be there shortly to console you, feed you, and tell funny stories of
past losses that will surely put a smile on your face if not get a hearty laugh
out of you. When you are ill, they will come to help, or call to ask how you’re
doing. Back on your feet and out visiting brings great joy to the townspeo
ple.
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Even if you’ve had a falling out with someone and any of life’s tragedies
hit you, all those bad feelings are put aside and help is on its way.
Other than the people themselves, there is the natural beauty of the town
and surrounding area that can be of help. The green forests and dark blue
waters of the Allagash and St. John Rivers can aid anyone in making life,
love, and career decisions. At night the starry sky and beautiful moon shin
ing down just for you, not to mention the golden sunsets, gives you the im
pression that you really are somewhere special.
Just like living somewhere else? Not hardly. It’s definitely a town full of
people and scenery you won’t find anywhere else. I've married and moved
away again, but not far. When I’m riding through town and meet someone
with a big smile and an automatic wave, I know I have a little bit of home
still with me.
Yes, home. Allagash will always be home to me no matter how near, or far
away, I choose to live. I'll never stop returning. The oldtimers used to say,
"It’s in the blood”, and it is whether you were born of that blood, or just a
visitor who can’t quite stop coming back, year after year, for a taste of
home.
Randi Jandreau
Fort Kent, Maine
After I decided to dedicate this book to my nieces, I asked my niece, Edith
O'Leary Kinney, if she would like to write a paragraph, or two, for my last
chapter. I would like to quote a section of her letter to me before I print her
words about Allagash.
"When you called I rushed about getting ready for the task set before me.
I dug out the old typewriter, set a wastebasket beside my desk, found my
dictionary, sharpened a dozen pencils, then sat down to wait for my inspira
tion. Nothing was there. No light bulb ever went off in this head. So. Aunt
Faye, I have resigned myself to the cold hard facts. I am not a writer. I will
be forever destined to lie on my sofa painting my toenails and eating bomboms. I’ll have to be content with skiing in Aspen, wintering in Palm Spr
ings, and jet-setting over to Europe in the summer months."
It makes you wonder who should be writing this book, doesn't it? I told
you these people have talent. Here is Edith’s tribute to Allagash, the town of
her birth:
"The Allagash is loved for the hunting and fishing that it offers. I agree
that there is no prettier place in the world than Allagash. As forme, I do not
enjoy roughing it in the great out-doors. I do not like dodging campfire
smoke or fighting mosquitoes. The only way they can get me camping is If
my mother comes with us. I am sure a Maine guide is important to most
people, but I expect a great cook when I go into the woods. My idea of
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roughing it in Allagash is eating gourmet food along the riverbank.
The reason I love Allagash is the people. I can sit for hours and listen to
stories they tell. I love the way they joke with one another and their goodnatured kidding. Their sense of humor is unique. They are warm, friendly
people who have a way of making visitors feel welcome. The people of
Allagash is what makes the Allagash such a special place."
— Edith Kinney
Grand Falls, New Brunswick, Canada

These few people speak for many of the Moosetowners who have moved
away. I wish I could have included all of the comments I’ve heard over the
years. The message is clear. We love our little town. For most of us, if it
could be possible, we would stay here forever. To those of you who had to
move away for one reason or another, I say come back when you can, visit
for awhile, and don’t forget us. There will always be a place in our hearts for
you. If you ever do move back to stay, you will be welcome. I know. I was
away for 16 years. It was good to be home!
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